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IN D K * 


A 
CCEPT of the/e ballads, acar yr, from a 
friend 30 
A Beegar, a beggar, a beggar I'll be — 346 
A beautiful lady in fair London town — 280 
A fond father's blij: is to number his race — 230 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young. cunſlant and tind 215 
+ All hail to the ting — — 82 
All in the Downs the flert was moor'd 249 


Altho' a laue Pm born and bred 
q Among all the arts which to pleaſe au pur/us, 86 
Arie Britannia, ſtrike th' attentive tear — 295 


As Collin rang'd one morning in ſpring 191 
As Jamie gay gang'd blitbe his way 202 


As Tockey was walking ene midſummer morn 238 
A { rambled one morning a maying 143 
As Lat at my ſpinning wheel 80 
As I awent cr the meadogus, no matter the day 182 
As Nell ſat underneath her cox 245 
As onTay's banks I wanaer'd in ſearch of my fuir 232 
As tink"ring Tom thro' ſtreets his trade did cry 206 
A. Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he low'd beſt — 17 
A T aytor there was, and he !iv'd in a garret 27 
At Lluntavre Got pirjs her, a place of renown 323 
At nom one ſultry Jummer”s day 25 
A avig thot's full an empty ſkull — 349 
At Wind/or where Thame glides 10 ſmootbly along 222 
At length Mather Gunter, the gad hecr my prayer 339 
A man: that”; neither hig nor low — 257 
B 
Baniſh fryow (ut's drink and be merry l. — 12 


a 3 Big 


11 


Bid me when forty winters mere n 
Briigus, attend; 1 ſing, in merry lay — 227 
H; drinking drive dull care axvay 29 


Ly the light cf the muon tether ev'ning I Rlray'd 35 


2 40 3 of a green tag nile pool 358 
{'; the fide of a jlream, at the feet of a hill 225 
By your keawe, Laury Grogan — 4 
C 
Ceaje rude Dereas bluff ring railer — 198 
( Aare charms poor Sirephon ſtrucł — 17 
Come, a, 75 5 oliy Bacchunals — 26 
Core cher uf my lads, to cur count iy be firm — 175 
Come, chear up, my Jade, "tis to glory aue ſteer 251 
Cen: eff 1 A bumper and let it go round = 352 
Come jes and lads, take leave of your dads e 31 
Come t:jtcn @ chile and I'll tickle your ears — 333 
Cone liſten getd people a while to my ditty — 292 
Core (it; with me, and be my acar 107 
Cen ive with me, and be my ite — 105 


Cine line æuilb me, aud be my « e. An imitation 109 


Come mii call on muſic, cuil muſic en ſeng 54 
Come my Ca, let ton gt be aeveted to drinking 70 
Come Kc er ard liſi. 7 eubere I Lare been — 299 
Come fire; Peras, dec Follow tre hearie —— 116 
Contenicd 7 om, _ contented {li be — 7 
Confir'd 9 1: j to the age of teen — 322 
C ro ui me With the £/4uchin? vine — 5 
D 

Dear Cie, wile this beyond meaſure — 201 
Dan P:pe frjt iu: d g ue — 138 
Dar Chl, come give me ſeueet kiſſes 2 

Dear Ciloe, how Lund is that fretty face 4 


D:d ; ze /ee er a ep He, d, ye *in ph, 740 this * i 29 
Drint about, my dtar friend — 12 
J. 

Evw'ry moral jeme ſec ouritt preafare purſues = 154 


Fer 
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* 
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99 
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Felice and free jr pieaſure born 


In wvaricus | bu pes {wo oft been tu — 38 
Ia all maniine's ; N uCus race — 
| all the berlin lte vers young — 100 
In the born rhe t —— — — 117 
12 in fun y ak 34A 2 till — 9 
{i a plain pl aver pk "ts CONT eniently Net 131 
J told my * [ told her true 149 
1 an marricd, ant hp/'y, ith wonder hear this 157 
1 ma Young Dan. EY FCA diy — 161 


BE 

WP 4 
For frei d belies, in pompous lays — 2862 
Fare! 79 Ly "chaber, and frre vel my Jean — 315 
bervid on the glittring itt 119 


3 


Frem orchard: f ample extent 102 
Fy let us d to the bridal — — Jl 
CG 
*Gairft the aefruFive aviles of man — 84 
Gay „ 2 Aud," d my he ent to obtain — 233 
Get along, fir ! | hate you, that's fat — 148 
Cin cer m in lyve, it hell be avith a laſs — 30g 
Gwe us gla es my avench —ↄ 7 5 


God 2 de gieat Geo; ge our king 298 


Had Neptune. av len firſt be took charge of the fea 258 


Hui! Burning) thiu wu juice Ai dine — — 20 
Hail g. mile ſummer 10 this ie | 93 
Hark ! hore ! the huatſman ſoundt his horn” 19 
Hare ! "tis the xvocdiark s nate, he feels the ſun 91 
Flurk, tie } 1 OVTH cal; wry — 195 
Flere u jetty aur Miu d; 2 on 289 
He that à cached ts, wt it net grieve him — 216 
Hope, javorre/t ( ese of J=ncy born — 135 
Jo et. Peart) the time FS along 5 


7 
Ae tir le inn know 


| 
IF TI live to grew eld, as I find I grow: down 14 


In a fevert health, un, mm a farm of my aun 180 


— 


n] 
Tn purſuit of ſome lambs from my lac be 


J rambled about for a twelyemonth, I vow — 226 


200 


In penance for paſt folly 263 
I met in our village a ſavain other day — 241 
If avine be a cordial, why does it torment — 273 
I have a terement to let — — 278 
I lobe a faveet paſſin. A medley — 236 
In winter when the rain rain'd caull — 313 
I write to true Britons, I mean net the men — 330 
Jing not of war, neither ing I of peace — 327 
Ing not of Roman or Grecian mad games — 348 


Let a ſet off aber a — 2 
Let bim fond of jibbing, invoke whom he chuſes 98 
Long time I deſpair'd a young //epherd to find 265 


Let foldiers fight for pay cr prat/e _— 
M 


My lads of Barbodoes, remember your bloo — 36 
My pipe ſounds a chear fuller nate — 147 
My dog and my miſtre/s are both of a kind — 153 
My temples with cluflers of grapes I'll entwize 201 
More bright the ſun bega: to dawn — 212 
My banks are all fis u ait bees — 21 


Meſeli between Venus and Bacchus I poiſe — 266 
My father and mother, chat ail em — 283 
N 
Now we are free from collige rules 33 


Now peeps the ruday dawn ver mountain tp 42 


Now England's wiitorious. By Mr. G. A. S. 53 
Nay, jeer ye not /iſters, by love unbetray t — 68 
Near the fide of apond, at the feot of a h — 167 
No longer let whimſical jengſters compare — 165 
No more let Fi euch dt af pear iu our meſs 187 
No nymph that trips the werd. plains 
Near a thick grove, whoſe der ot» ring Hae 210 
No glory I covet, no riches I avant, — 275 


Ne'er think awe neer think ci: the charmers en ſhore 268 
No more of my Harriet, ¶ Pelly za more — 237 


Fa 
- — 


208 


a 


„ Ar, far from town @ cunts; /quire — 320 
6 Now Europe enjoys @ * from her wars 358 
3 


1D plenſures ſmucth viugs, hoau oliltime ſteals away 25 5 


3 Obſerve the roſe-bud ere it blows 16 
8 One evening Grod-Dumour 48 
© Old Chaucer, once, to this re-echoing grove — 59 
3 Our ir 1s paid aff — — 
zo On the banks of that cryſtalline ſlream — 111 
7 O'er the heath the heifer fra ys — 120 
45 O' mocgrla ids ard mountains, I 56 

Duce the gods of the Greets, at ambro/ial feaſs 162 
27 One ſummer evi, as Nancy fair 163 
98 Die Midjummer morning, wheu nature lcok'd gay 203 
65 Ore moriing Young R Jer accoſted me thus _ 07 
55 ' On primreſy bank by a murmuring flreaem — 252 

Ora brooks gras brink — 248 
36 Ob ! how could I venture to lobe one like thee 273 
47 Gree mare I tune the waecal fhell — 4. 
53 fall il girl incur town — 235 
Ol Oh! crucl uxzmph tell, tell me why 308 


12 Old bards have ſung how they could boaſts — 317 
19 One evening at ambroſial treat — 3232 


66 O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 33 5 
83 Once I was Lind and could not fee — 350 


33 Pray which of the nine ſhall [ humbly invoke 253 
2. Politicians may p rate 
53 HPujh the bottle about, 
O03 Pho" prxo this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er 194 

167 Philii: to whom none dare be rude 


223 
1 : 5 Pub about the briſk bocul, "twill euli ven the heart 355 
187 R 

205 Reun'd oy the drum, the fignal to away 72 
210 8 


275 Our barnt and ragged, mark'd with ſcars, andpoor 74 
208 Shall I like a nit durell — 123 


37 5 Since 


[ vill 


Since wwe went out @ maying, too late I can find 142 


Says Plato, why ſhould man be dain — 267 
Sylvia on her arm reclining 288 
See the happy country laſs 176 
Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 209 
Same cry up famous Dowgate hill 236 
Says Phelim in Ireland no longer I'll lay — 240 


Since Jenny thinks mean her heart's love to deny 230 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot — 335 

Sylvia, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun — 345 
T 


T he feftive board was met, the facial band — 1 
The man that is drunk, is void of all care 
Two gods of gr 


eat honour, Bacchus and Apollo 13 
T he ⁊ohiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing dagen 37 
T he high peis'd lark, ſalutes the opening dewn 39 
The <vomen all tell me I'm Falſe to my laſs — 43 
To Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng — 62 


The ſun like any bridegroom gay 67 
The virgin, ab ben ſoften'd Fo May 69 
The morning freſhneſs calls me forth — 87 
The feol that is wealthy is jure of a bride — 90 
The World, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, go 
The kind appointment Celia made — 92 
Throw an apple up a hill 103 
That life is a joke, Tohnny Gay has expre/d 115 
The /ages of old, and the learned of this day 121 
The ſlver mocn's enamoured beam — 126 
The ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone 128 
To an arbour of waodbine ye both ball be led 12 
 Toþleaſe the farr, what different ways — 133 
*Tavas in the bloom of May — 144 
Tho wiſdom will preach about jey, /ir — 150 
Tao think on one's follies, ſometimes ts but right 152 
The truths that I /ing none deny me — 153 


T he Jun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 158 
T he heavy hours are almoſt paſt — 160 
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Flat lber 
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Fla: Frere ſhall Cælia fo for ſhelter 


L = ] 
That [ might not be plagued | — 138 
That Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride 208 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well 214 
The” I love you, yet think not my judgment ſo aueak 218 
The faithleſs Ihſeus ſcarce had got en board 189 
Tua at the oat” of Calais, Hogarth tells 183 


The breed cam: früh frae the barn — 22030 
The morning is charming, all nature is gay — 270 
To Cala thus fond Damon ſaid — 285 


There <vas alitile man — 7 
The girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxcm and friſty — 294 
Tom Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope — 302 
Thy) in theſe gay days, the ladies love plays 304 
"Tis time my dear Reli, now to ceaſe from a'l jtrife 305 
Jie duftria, and Ruſſia, France, Flanders 325 
"Tis love jpite of laws, will its empire maintain 342 


T he ſport/man may boaſt of his well ſcented hound 344 


| The meal vas dear ſhort Hue — 353 
V 
Falcan, contrive me fath a cup — 
Uninown to the nine, and a novice in ſans 60 


White Phill:s is drinking, love and wine in alliance 10 
Il hen I drain the roſy beau. 11 
Ven I drain th oblivious boxwl — 18 
II iu i alone the brijk fountain of mirth — 23 
en ferry the gay Igfirſt courted to awed 40 
Ten the deity's <vart — 50 
I hile each lewve-fick ſcribbler to dreſs up the fair 70 
When. I was a girl I had «often heard tel! 96 
FPhere the light cannot pierce, in a graveof tall trees gg 
Ii Hen the trees are all bare not a leaf to br ſeen 100 
Len ever Iced I'l: have all things my way 124 
i ben Fanny to roman is growing apace 125 
Iden learned folks in rhymes make a f cu: 132 
Erie gentle folks ſtrut in their ſilver and /a'tins 14 8 


— 149 


121 
When ford from dear Hiebe to go — 1568 
What ſbepberd or nymph of the grove —— 166 


Wiuld you be quite the thing 
Well met pretty nymph, Jays a jolly yeung cu 171 
Where's my farain fo blithe and clever — 173 
When lenter'd my teens, and threxw play things aſide 181 
Wherever I'm going and all the day ling — 207 
With women and wine I defy every care 213 
When I at my window am gazing — 247 
I ben tutor d by mother, ſhe often times ſaid 246 
When Orpheus æuent docun to the regions below 274 


Well if I continue but in the ſame mind 271 
* a 


Ye eritics above, and ye critics below — 259 
Ie good fellogus all — 6 
Ye 3 ſehemers, a while give me leave 24 


Ye pimps, all draw near 
Ye medley F mortals who mate up this throng 57 
Ye wot'ries of Bacchus wvho love a full flaſk 71 
Te beller, and beaux, attend my ſong 
Te wirgins attend, believe me your friend, 96 
Je crambo companions, who lowe-ongs rehearſe 110 
Ye galſips, who blab out the ſecrets of late 137 
Ye maids of the village attend — 141 
Young Mel, aul lies at the foct of the hill 159 
Je learned ober claſſics, who pore night and day 170 
Ye fair, who ſpine thro* Britain's i | 
Young Damon percei ding F lirth" 2 paſs by 224 
Ye wirgins ace do liften 
Young Beſs looks ſae benny 
Ye feplings, and prigs, and ye aver tbe ſmart things 337 
Loung Strafren he went l'cther day to the wake 358 
Ze lads who approve — — 
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SONG 2. 
The Scyoor of ANS ACRVHON. 


RrciTaTiVE. 


FTE fellive board was met, the ſociz! band 
Round fam'd Anacreon tock their flen: 
ſtand. 
My ſons, (began the ſage) be this the rule: 
No brow auftere mutt dare approach my ſchoot ; 
Where love and Bacchus joinily reign within; 
Old care, begone! here ſadneſs is a fin. 


AIX. 
Tell me not the joys that wait 
On him that's leara'd, on him that's great ; 
Wealth and wiſdom [ deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe ; 
The queen that gives {oft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite on; 
I was born for them alone, 
A Pus'neſs. 


[2 } 


41 
Give 'em to the foot: | hate: 
But Jet love, let lite be mins. 
Fring me women, bing meu ine; 


* 


* 
Speed the dang nt u ute away, 


Niind nat what the erate oc : 
S 
CGuly let the minutes un, 
In V. t and ire CONT, ee allt ; PE 
80 a Ke, hall uſe be mige; 
Bring me vomcn, bring ate wine. 
5 0 
ID me ven ſer „ inter ne 
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* E . 
Woman, dhe foul of all del' guts! 


Aud & mne. the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to love excites, 


fp © vi 44 


And er're e that's kind is fair. 


S N . 


"Tis. osten trouble 9 chuſe. 


Drinken mou, dun 5 er dess trier he, 
* * 19 « . — 
At random with the fream Bow, 
6 * 
Aud play my pur Kuetg-s'er 10. 


— * U 8 Fa. — _ = * _ 
Great 50 Ci-1;£219-1ner dt mutt de. 
wn i 1 PL 836 2 
t we mult alwe jome hourz ro tmhee, 
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: ; 
Irvade me not, vn tree bowl 


* 
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flows in my cheeks, and warms my {C 


21 152 


That be m only time to lnore, 


When. can . g n and Crink no mer: 
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Let no rude noile my bliſs deſtroy, 

Such tweet delufion's real joy. 


SONG 4. 


EAR Chloe, how blubber'd is that pretty 
tace ? 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all nncurl'd ? 
Prithee quit this caprice; and (as old Faluaſt tags) 
Let us c'en talk a little, like folk of this world. 


How can'ft thou preſume, thou ha leave todetlroy 
The beauries which Venus but lent tothy keeving 7 
Thoſe looks were deſigu'd to inſpire love and joy ; 
ore ord'na y eyes may ſerve people tor weepuig, 


To be vex'' at a trifle or two that | writ, 
Your judgment, at once, and my paſſion, you 


wrong; | 
You take that for fact, which will ſcarce be found 
wit 


Ous-life muſt one ſwear to the truth of a ſong ? 


What 1 ſpcak my fair Chloe, and what I writ, 
ſli2ws, 

'The difference there is hetwixt nature and art : 

court others in verſe; but l love thee in proſe; 

Andthey have iy whimtics, but thou halt m. heart. 


The god 0! us verie-men, you know, child, he ſun. 
How. after his juurney, he ſets up his res. 

It at morning o'er earth tis his fancy 10 run; 
At night he reclines on his Ihetis'e breait, 


So 


1 
Sowhen 1 am weary'd with wandering al! day, 
To tnee, m de icht, in the evening | come ; 
No matter what beauties | may in me Way : 
e T'hey are but my vifits, but thou are my home. 


Then finiſh, dear Culoe, this paſtora a! war, 
And let us lik Horace and India agree; 

etty For theu art @ girl as much briahter than her, 
As he v 43 a pout ſuolimer than me. 


roy 

ng? AARON ine with the hranching vine; 
ay 3 8 my ten. ple: let it t. ; 
wg ee! the zecling god „ phecacg, 


2 9. \\ 1 305 7 4e lem COnie, 
Wielchme! yiulcome weicome! welcome 
Pour te ir geant oil and chen 

: 2 | 
Oa'reus permits on my acad, 


Cura men fiinker be; 


3 * * Pa * 
Wir 11 81 . - iLCwil 10 U Ves * 


2 Fill a 1 gls, an 4 8 ire it vc; 
ö Fill out more hu little ior, 
Bet: Tul ir oxerloos the pot 
a kl . 
, Mingle love and fott deiices, 
1 Tender thoughts and am'rous fres 4 
35 8 


, Let not jcalouy intrude, 
Trivial 10s or noiſy feud ; 


"> * 

Lart. But let's drink, and be divine 
Let our brother Plnbus thine ; 

lun. Drink like him, like him appear, 
Freſn and blooning all the year, 


Gay and ſmiling full Ot lite, 


X Eaſy, quiet, free from itrife ; 
N | A? Craughi: 


18 1 

Fraught with friend hip, fraught with love, 
Let the hours ſucceſſive move, 
Pafing unregarded on, 
Nor re pane « at What is gone; 
Eut the preſent hour employ, 
With wine, or love's alternate | joy! 
Thus content if rigid fate 

alis us from our happy ſtate, 
We'il drink our glaſs, and throw it down, 
And die without a üngle trown. 


SONG 6. 


E good fellows all 
Who love to be told where there's clarct 
good ſtore, 


Attend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, 


But greatly delighted with fix bottles more : 
Be ſure you don't paſs the good houſe Money- 
laſs, 
Which heb jolly red god fo peculiarly owns; 
"Twill well ſuit your humour, for pray what 
would you more, 
Than mirth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire 
Jones ? 


Ye lovers who pine 

For laſſes, who oft prove as cruel as fair, 

Who whimper and whine for lilies and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, or tip of an ear, 

Come, PII ſhew you, how Phillis and Chloe 
No more ſhall occaſion ſuch ſighs and ſuch groans 

Fer what mortal ſo ſtupid, as not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd Y good Claret, and bumpers, 'Squ:1e 

Jones? 


Fe 
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Be 
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what 
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Ye poets who wr! ite, 

And brug of your drinking fam'd Ilelicon's brook, 
Thoug h all you get by% i5 a dinner oftimes, 
In reward for your raymes, with Humpury the 

duke; 
Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo, 
Forlake all the mules, thote ſenleleſs old drones; 
Our jingling of glaſſes your rhyming ſurpaſſes, 
Wien crown'd with good claret, and bumpers, 
Squire jones. 


Ye ſoldiers fo ſtout, 
With plenty of oaths, though not plenty of coin, 
Who make ſuch a rout of all your commanders, 
Who ſerr'd us in Flanders and cke at the Boyne, 
Come leave off your rattling, of fighting and 
battling, 
And know vou had much better to ſleep with whole 
bones; 
Were you ſent to Gibraltar, vour note you'd 
ſoon alter. 
And wiſh for good claret and bumpers, Squire 
Jones. 


Ye clergy ſo wiſe, 

Who mylteries profound can demonſtrate clear, 
How worthy to riſe, you preach once a week, 
But your tithes never ſeek above once in a year, 

Come here without failing, and leave off your 
railing 

'Gainft biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones : 

Says the text ſo divine, what is life without wine? 

Then away with the claret, a bumper, Squire 
jones. 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, 
Be the cauſe What will, who ſo learnedly plead, 


3 1 
How worthy of truſt, vou know black from 
white, 
Yet prefer wiong to right, as you're chanc'd to 
be fer” 5 
Leave muſty reports, and foriake the King's 
courte*, 
Where duneſs and diſcord have ſet up their throne, 
Purn Salkeld and Ventris, with all vour damn'd 
entries. 
And away wich the claret, a bumper, Squire jones. 


Ye phyſcal tribe, 
V'hoſe knowledge conſiſts in hard words and 
g rimace, 
When c'er vou preſc ribe, have at vour devotion, 
Pills, bolus, or potion, be what will the caſe: 
Pray waere is the need to purge, bliſter and 
blerd, 
Wen ailing yourſelves the v. hole facuitv owns, 
That the forms of old Galea arenotlo prevailing, 
As mirth with good claret, and humpers, Squire 
Jones, 


Ye fox hunters, cke, 
That follow the call of the horn and the hound, 
Who you'r ladies forfike before they're awake, 
To beat up the brake where the vermin is found, 
Leave Piper and Blueman, thrill Ducheſs and 
Fruemaa, 
No muiic is found in ſuch difſonant tones: 
Would you ravith your ears with the ſongs of 
ſpheres ? 
Hark ! away to the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones, 


DONG 
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HE man that is drunk, is void of all care; 

He needs neither Parthian quiver nor ſpear; 
The Moor's poiton'd dart he ſcorns for to wield 3 
His bott. e ue is his capon and ſhield: 
Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors; 
He revels a'l night, is afraid of no evil, 
And boluly defies both proctor and devil. 


As late I rode out with my ſkin full of wine, 
Incumbercd ne:ther with care, nor with coin, 
I beluly confronted a horrible dun; 
Affrighted, as ſoon as he law me, he run. 


No monſter could put vou to half fo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear: 

In Africa's deſert there never was ſeen 

A monſter ſo hated by gods and by men. 


Come place me, ye deities, under the line, 
Where grows nat a tree, nor a plant, but the vine, 
O'er hot burning ſands I il ſwelter and ſweat, 

Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat : 


Or place me where ſunſhine 15 ne'er to be found, 
Wherc the carth is with winter eternally bound, 

Evan there I would nought but mv bottle require: 
ly bottle ſhould warm me, and füll me with fire. 


My tutor mav Job mo. and lay me down rules; 
Who mind; em but Cainn'd philiſophical fools ? 
For when lam old, and can no more drink, 

is time enough they for to fit down and think. 


11 
"Twas thus Alexander was tor 0 in Vain, 
For he thought Ariſtotle an ats for his pain 
His {orrow he us'd in full eee, to droben, 
And when he was drunk then the world was his 
Own, 
4 
This world is a tavern with liquor well ſtor'd, 
— into came to be drunk as a lord; 
VI, life is che reck'ning, which freely I pay, 
And when Im dead-drunk, then Fll ſtagger away. 


— — —— 


SONG 5 
ULE Phillis is drinking, love and wine 
in alliance, 
Vita forces united, bid refiltileſs defrance ; 
By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles | hig her, 
And her cy es from her drinking, redouble thei fire, 


Her cheeks the brighter, recruiting their colour, 

As flowers by iprinkling, revive with freſh odour; 

His dart dipt in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 

And the liquor. like oil, makes the flame more 
enduring. 


zy cordials of wine love is kept from expiring, 
And our mirth is enliven'd by love and deiiring, 
Kelieving each other, the pleaſure is laſting. 
And we never are cley'J, vet are cver act: atlin 2. 
Then Phillte, bo 251n, let our raptures abound, 
f. Tm a Kits aid a glaſs be fill going round; 
Our jo are immortal, while tus we remoy 


From 101 £ to the bottle, from tlie bottle to 5 Ve. 
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ANISH forrov., let's drink, and be merry boys, 
Time Ates ſwift, to-morrow brings care; 
If vou believe e it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
W:'ne will relicve it, 
And drown deſpair. 


uren . 
7 he xweets of avine are feund 10 poſeln WEED 
1: juice divine, miunkind *s chirfi/t blefing : 
T he glaſi is thine, drink, there's no exceſs in 
A bumper or two with a chearful friend. 


3 - * - 
Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature's exhauſted, 


Heals the ſick man, frees the ſlave; 
Makes the ſtiff tumble, 
And the proud humble, 
Exalts the meek, 
And makes cowards brave. 
Chorus, Tc. 


Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover; 
Be brik with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſe ; 
She'll cry, you'll undo her, 
But be a briſk wooer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize, 


Chorus, Sc. 


"Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow, 
Then who'd omit the pleaſing taſk ? 
Since wine's ſweet ſociety 
Eaſes anxiety, 
Damn dull ſobriety, 
Bring t'other flaſk. 
Chorus, c. 


| and „ \ - 1 SS PTR, , 
FIC\N, con:trive me fach 2 cup 
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As Neſtor us daf old; 


Show all hy all to trim it up, 


Dama? it round with gold. 


Mike it 6 large, that, FIPd with ſack, 
Up to the {weir lin, 

aſt tents on the delice: ons lake, 
Like bus at fea, may ſwim. 


Er. race nd battle on his cheek, 

ech war l've nought to do; 
7% ont nd Lint that tons Maeſtricht, 
er Yarmouth leagucr knew. 


.at it ro names of planats tell, 
Fiz' l Targor conſtellatiens; 

7 ani nt Sir 364d :rophel, 

Nor ene ot his relations. 


0 


But carve thereon 2 ſpreading vine, 
Thea a 5 (WO 1% 7 b' * 5 


—5 cir 1 ; 5 © 14 4 "rOU to! as intwine, 
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Cui an. Danchu, my ſaints are, 
May Gr: n and le ſtill reign; 

Wira dine! an ay my care, 
And Fog o 19VE wTal. 
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F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
Let this be my face in a fair country-town, 
May I have a warm houſe, with a fone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 


en s n V's: 
May I govern my paſſions with an allſolute ſavay, 
And grow wiſer and better as my flrength avearsaway, 


Without gout or ſtone, Ly a gentle decoy. 


In a country-town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ſea at a diſtance, on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or tile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 

With a Ciih of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor teal, 

And clean though coarſe linen at ev'ry mcal, 
May I govern, &c. 


With a pudding on Sunday, and ſtout humming 
liquor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy's wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
AI. y I gevern, &c. 


With a courage undaunted may I face wy laſt day; 

And when | am dad, may the better ſort lay, 

Ia the moraing when ſober, in the ev'ning when 

mellow, 

He is gone and han't left behind him his fellow. 
, 1 . ; f , 

For he £aVery d his faſjiens avith an atlſolute auh, 

Aud grew auiſen ant better as his ſtrength wore axvay, 

I ithout got or [tone, by a gentle decay. 
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WO gods of great honour, Bacchus an 
Apollo, | 
The one ſam'd in mulic the other in wine, 
In heaven were raving, diſputing and braving. 
Whoſe theme was the ncolcitand trade moſt 
divine. 


Your muſic, favs Bacchus, won! ſtur us and rack 
us, 
Did claret not often the diſcord you make; 
Songs are nat inviting, nor verſcs delighting, 
Till poets of my great influence partake. 


I'm young, plump and jolly, free om melancholy 
Who ever grew fat by the tound of a ſtring? 
Rogues doom'd to a gibbet, do often contribute 


To purchaſe a bottle before they do ſwing. 


In love I am noted, by old and voung courted ; 
A girl, when infpir'd by me, is ſoon won; 
So great are the motions of one cf n; potions, 
The muſes, though maids, I could Whore ey'ry* 
one. 


When mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted 
To me as a father, for ſuccour they cry; 

In their ſad condition, I hear their petition ; 
A bottle relieves the oppreſs'd votary. 


Then leave off your tooting, your fidliag and 
fluting. 
Aſide lay your harp, and bow down to the flaſk ; 
My joys they are riper than ſones from a piper, 
What muſic is ſweeter than ſounding a caſt ? 
B 2 Says 


3 
Says Phœbus, This fellow, is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
To prize muſic leſs than wine and october, 
Since thoſe who love drinking are void of all 
thinking, | 
And want ſo much ſenſe as to keep themſelves 
ſober. 


Thus while they were wrangling, diſputing, and 
jangling, 
Came baxom bright Venus to end the diſpute: 
Says ſhe, now to eale ye, Mars beſt of all picas'd 
me, 
When arm'd with a bottle and charm'd with a 
Hude. 
| [me, 
Your muſic has charm'd me, your wine has alarm'd 
When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be won; 
When both tave been moving, I could not help 
loving, 
And wine has compleated what mutic begun. 


"ihe gods ſtruck with wonder, declar'd by Jove's 
thunder, 


They'd mutually join in ſupplying love's flame; 


So each in their function, mov'don 1a conjunction, 
To melt with ſoſt pleaſure the amorous dame. 


—— 
— 


SONG 14. 


BSERVE the roſe-bud ere it blows, 


While the dawn glimmers o'er the fy 
Obſerve its ſilken leaves unfold, 
As fond of day's majeſtic <ye ! 


At noon, more.bold, in fulleſt bloom, 
It ſpreads a gale of ſweets around; 


1 9 1 
At eve it · mouins the ſetting ſun, 
And ſheds its honour ca the ground. 


So beautey's baſhful bud appears, 
So bluſhes in the eye of praiſe; 
So ripens in the noon of lite, 


And wither'd ſo in age decays. 


Lime is the canker-worm of youth, 
t bites the bloſſom as it grows, 

It blaſts the flow'r that blooms at full, 
And rudely ſheds the falling roſe. 


See, beauty, ſee ! how love and joy 
On youth's light pinions haſte away; 
How ſwift the moments glide along, 
And age advances with delay ! 


Now, beauty, crop the roſe-bud now, 
And catch the eſſence as it flies; 
Let pleaſure revel in its bloom, 
Let time poſſeſs it when it dics. 


SONG 15. 


LARISSA's charms poor Strephon ftruck ; 
He fain would have been billing : 


But yet the fair the lad forſook, 


To ſhow her power of killing, 


Forth from her eyes ſach beauties ſtart, 
They mortal man confounded; _ 
The youths were whipp'd quite through the heart, 
Ere they knew they were wounded. 
B 3 But 


But when Fas Time. with i, tte fo np 
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nord! the huplliman ſounds his horn, 
Lets tape away the roſy morn, ton, 


Wei inte th - bot. i» from ſun to ſun, 
Res the Courle co run. 


Fact merry; ung tvrer a huntſman ſhall be, 
Any: Ano au gs ec, wear a red liv'ry, ton, ton, Sc 

"1 icorn their bows, their arrows, and guns, 
ve. „gon wirn long pipes, and ride upon tuns. 

n, don, Se. 

el charge with tehacce, and follow the cry 
Turing Ns -.hcnottlethall die, ton, ron, e 
Aud then tor u lern make uſe of a bell, 


Whote Clano vr Hall roue lim, and make him 
I Ut WC il, 
Ton, don, Se. 
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When thus reviv'd, we'll merrily ſing, 
And joining in chorus make the weods ring, ton, . 
Our game we'll eagerly purſue, 
Our glaſſes filling, our cauſe renew. 
Ton, ton, Sc. 
Our ſong ſha!l reach the diſtant plain, 
And echo ſhal! ſummon the weary ſwain, ton, Sc, 
The welcome ſport he gladly hears, 
His toil and labour no more fears. 
Ton, ton, Oc. 
A pipe he takes, and charges high, 
And after the bottle does nimbly fly, ton, ton Ge. 
At length, with equal force and ſpeed, 
He makes the gen'rous victim blced. 
Ton, ton, Sc. 
As through the wound the blood does pals, 
He boluly ventures to fill his glafs, ton, ton, Sc. 
Nor tears to taſte the flowing gore, 
But hunting and drinking, {till hunts for more, 
Ton, ten, c. 
Tren till your glaſſes merrily round, 
Since thus fupply'd with hare and hound, ton, Se. 
While cheariul Bacchus leads us on, 
Veil follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton. 
Jon, ton, ton. 


—— 
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AlL! Burgundy, thou juice divine! 
Inſpirer of my ſong ! 

The praites given to other wine, 

To thee alone belong ; 
Of poignant wit and roſy charms 
Thou canſt the power improve; 
Care of its ſting thy balm diſarms. 

Thou nobleſt gift of love 


(28; 1 

Pricht PHœbus on the parent vines, 
t rom whence thy current ſtreanis, 

Sweet ſmiling through the tendril lines, 
And lav darts his beam: . 

The pregnant grape receives his fires, 
Aud ail js torce retains; 

With that ſame warmta our brains aſpires, 
And anirmaics our rains. 


From thee my C l/s radtant eve 
New ſparkling beans receives ; 

Her checks *mbibe à roſter de, 
Her b. auteous boriom heaves 

Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 
Oh with what nerrous bet, 

Worthy the fair, we £1! their arms; 
And olt our biit repuar ! 

The Stoic, prone :o taught intenſe, 
Tay ſottneß can unbind, 

A chearu! &.icty dil, only, 
And makes lim tate a friend, 

His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his Penitve iirile 5 

And then concludes his time well ſpent, 
In honei!. ſocial life, 


E'en beaux, thoſe ſoſt amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in felf and dreſs, 

Quite 101 to the delighe wat ſprings 
From ſenſoe, thy pow'r coufeſs; 

The top with chitty maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply Grit, 

Forgets his queue and tif gri mace, 
Grov free, and 1ccms to think, 


SONG 
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RINK about, my dear friend, 
For, I pray, to what end 
Stands uſcleſs the full Rowing bowl ? 
Leave your forrows behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And di ink to each jolly brave foul. 


Fer Alcide the fam'd, 
Who monſters all tam'd, 
And bound the ſtout porter of hell; 
Though immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, 


Might, like them he conquer'd, have fell, 


'Though Achilles the preat, 
When he fought at ſuch rate, 
He flew the great HeQor of Troy; 
"Twas the grape's potent juice 
Made him wonders produce, 
And Priam's whole race to deſtroy. 


Neoptolemus too 
The ſame ſteps did prrſue, 
And trac'd the fam'd heroes of yore, 
He'd in drinking relax, 
And then Pyrrhus's acts 
Were as great as his father's before. 


And Ulyſſes the fly 
Had been drinking, (for why) 
When the Trojan Palladium he ſtole, 
For his ſubtle thoughts ſprung, 
If e'er Ajax but ſung 
The charms of a ſparkling full boy, !. 


1 23 
Since in drinking we find 
There's a charm "for the mind, 
Let Bacchus then join in his tram, 
Drink my lade, drink about, 


Let us (-& the hoy] ante, Fon, 
And once nwvre we'll fill it again; 


S ON 20. 


INE, wine is alone he Itifſk fountain of 
mirth, 

Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has birth; 

What mortals {- happy, as we who combine, 

And fix our delight in the juice of the vine? 

No care jntcrrupts when the bottle's in view, 

Then glass after glaſs, my boys, let us puriuc. 
No care interrupts when the bott!c's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


Our laws are our own, not inforc'd by the crown, 

And we ſtar d to them fair, till we fairly fail down; 

At acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 

Nor erudge any tax, but the tax on our wine: 

To Cæſar and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
To Cafur, Sc. 


His worſtip ſo grave here may revel and roar, 
Thelawyer ſoeak truth, who ne'er ſpoke ſo before; 
The perſon here f riꝑt of his p. cietthocod's diſguite, 
* Chloe's ſcorn'd Lover get drunk and grow wile; 
e hulband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 


So dal after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
Une huſband, Se. 


The chace of Ny bottle few accicents wait, 
Ve felioua break necks, tho' we oft crack a pate, 


1 J 
Tf wars rite among us, they foon again c2aſe, 
One bumper brings truce, andan: the er UCINgs pe ace: 
Tis th's way alle we life's eviis tubuuc; 
Then glaſs a ter gluts, my boys, iet us purſue. 
Tis this, Sr. 


—— 
—_—— 
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E national ſchemers, a while give me leave 
A ſcheme Fil advance that hall no one 
deceiv e: 


No kumbu;:, I mean, fet on foot by the great, 
Tho? a lotter, *s my ſcheme it is not of the tute, 


No H your tickets divide into ſhares, 

"to oder y: v. ur pockets and highten your Cares, 

No ante 0 der. {5 YOU come m my deſign, 

The wire! is 004 humour'd the prize is good 
Wine. 


From a ſcheme ſuch a3 this, what delight mutt 
acerue 

To a pecp'e vi alwars give Races his due? 

Choice gad of the grar , by thy virtues inſpir 


The cauie I'il relat2 . ou, fo july admir'd. 


. * * * N 7 x ns v+* © y 5 5 
"Tis wine gives thot recdom be always maintain, 


The flave fill'd vic clazet defpifes i is chain; 
Tis Wins 2 FAVES US WIE a ard enobies aur ſenſe, 


And aids ang; :'*hias nes . commence. 
Ls ( 

The hero g re; to c e an ala, 

tne foyer ar ns his miltect's charms 

ne preacher celivers his precepts Io "Foy 
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1 2 gie irg juice ef the wine, 
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Te. 
Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize tor h more than a crown; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 
To take of the hyp, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutue, who v2iucs his pelf, 

To be happy for once ea a crown from himſelf. 

Ye ſons of the turf, lente your tricking an es, 

The wiiole courſe is a blank—here you're ture 
of à prize. 


Ye lovers, ve fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 

Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quickly 
tind eaic ; 

Old and young, great and li-tle, attend to my call, 

This eveaing we draw, Sir, at—Comus's hall. 


SONG 22. 


T noon one ſultry ſummer's dau, 
The brighteſt Iady of the May, 
Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade. 
Each ſlender finger play'd its part, 
Wich ſuch activity and art, 
As would enflame a youthtu! heart, 
And warm the mott decay'd. 
Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no anger in her eye, | 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 
She let her ivory needle fail, 
And hurPa away the twiſted ball; 
But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a call, 
As would have rais'd the dead. 


C Dear 


1 26 
Dear, gentle youth, there's none but thee, 
With innocence, | dare be free; 
Ry fo much truth and modeſſy 
No n\ mph was c'er betray'd. 
Come, lean thy head upon my lap, 
While thy ſmooth Chee es üroke and clap, 
Thou mzayit ſecurely t.ko a rap: 
Mich ne, poor fool; 0 bev'd. 
She faw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And tound him fa“ aſleep all o'er; 
She ſ. oh'd, and could endure no more, 
Bu: Warting up, the faid. | 
Such virtue! all rewarded be; 
For this thy deh fidelity, 
U truſt thee with ny Locks, not me; 
Purſue thy grunge trade; 
Co, mik thy gone, aud . thy ſlieep, 
And watch a!! :, ht thy flocks to Keep; 
Turn alt ao r re be luil'd alter p 
Py nie, kom uad. 
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In times old T was a fool, 
[ drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought 'twas too ſcvere. 
And a-toping, Cc. 


He i114 a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſep, 
But had ir veen a gallon pot, 
By Jjove Ud toßb'd it up. 
Ana a-ioprng, E.. 


An. ever nee that happy time, 
Good wine has been mv cheer; 
Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 
But water or {mall beer. 
And a-toping, Sc. 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never fiach, nor fly; 
But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, ö 
And drain the bottſes dry. | 
And a toping, Cc. 


SONG 24. 


ET a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of d::nking 
While water, tea. 
And milk agree, 
To ſet cold brains a-thinking:, 
Power and wealth, | 
Deauiv, heaith, 
C's: Wit 


WE 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd : 
Toys abound, 
Pleaſurc's found 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 


The ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in op: nion ; 
But witer rules 
Of modern ichools, 
In wine fx their dominion. 
Power and wealth, O.. 


Wine g:ves the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the checks of beauty, 
Makes poets write, 
nd ſoldiers hgh 5 
And friendillip do its duty. Power, Se. 


Wine was the only Helicon, 
MWhance poets are long-liv'd fo; 
*I was no cther main, 
Than briſk champaign, 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too. Power, Sc. 


When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had ſent us, 
In a merry mood, 
A bottle of good, 
Was cork'd up, to content us. Power, S.. 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry vice deſtroyer, 
Gives dullard's wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. Power, Ec. 


Wine 


2 
2 * 


.. 
Vine 
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Wine ſets our jovs a flowing, 
Our care and ſorrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in's toul, 
And a Chriſtian ne'cr ſhould own him: 
Pow'r and wealth, &c. 


SONG 25. 


Y drinking drive dull carc away, 
Be brisk and airy, 
Never vary 
In your tempers, but be gay. 
Let mirth know no ceilation ; 
We all were born (mankind agree) 
From dull reflection to be free ; 
But he that drinks not cannot be: 
Then anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heal, 
'Then all your whining, 
Wiſhing, ſtriving 

To embrace what beauty yields, 

Is left when in poſſeſſion ; 

But Bacchus ſends ſuch treaſure forth, 

Poſſe ſſion never palls its worth, 

We always, wiſh'd for't from our birth, 

And ſhall for ever wifh on. 


All malice here is flung aſide, 
Each takes his glaſs, 
No healths do paſs, 
No party-feuds here e'er abide, 
They nought but ill occaſion; 


C 3 


4 1 
We only meet to celebrate 
The day which brought us to this ſtate, 
But not to curſe nor yet to hate 
The hour of our creation. 


To the Rr ives. 


SONG 26. 


By Mr. Grogck ALEXANDER STEVENS. 
To any tunc you can find will ſuit it. 
CCEPT of theſe ballads, dear fir, from a 


friend; 
From an oddity, whom, or to blame or commend, 
No mortal e'er gave himſelf trouble. 
Praiſe is but a vapour, and cenſure the ſame, 
And each lunatic ſchemer, who pines after fame, 
But makes himſelf vanity's bubble. 


This ſcribling, this pen- and-ir :-itch, is a crime, 

Vet heaven forgive each poor ſinner in rhyme, 
no more can help writing than eating. 

By a mad poet bit I rave out in verſe, 

As prentices, crack-brain'd, theatric rehearſe, 
All be-Barry'd, Otheilo repeating. 


Parnaſſus and Pegaſus, cold Hyppocrene, 
Are words only form'd to give fchocl-boys the 
ſpleen, 


By the curl-pated pedant Apollo, 


Let the nine mules ſlide o'er the ſmooth-ſhav'n 


lades, 
No aid Ill accept from thoſe tea drinking maids, 
But Bacchus with bumpers Þ'1! follow. 


Tae 


( 31 ] 
The Epic, Iambic, Pindaric and Sapphic, 
Are patterns of poetry wherewith bards traffick, 
With many more names that are harder. 
But what are a!l theſe to a beef and wine tealt ? 
The dainties of Heſiod and Homer's a jeſt, 
Compar'd to che wit of a larder. 


That, I always prefer to a claſſical treat, 
Not cur-Fke, the ſhadow exchange tor the meat, 
There's more wit in eating than thinking. 
Pray what are all fimilies, to a furloin ? 
Or the what-d'ye-call ſtream, to a ſtream of good 
wine ? | 
For merit 1s center'd in drinking. 


The choice-ſpirit Horace has made us ſome verſes, 
And ruſtical Roundelays Virgil rehearſes, 

To de ſure they have ſaid ſome things clever. 
But what are all rhymes to a round of good toaſts, 
And then for the metaphors—we've boil'd and 

roaſt, | 

So beef and a bumper for ever. 


SONG 27. Tur CounTry Ware, 


OME laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
Away to the may-pole hie ; 


For every he, has got him a ſhe, 
And a fiddler ſtanding by: 
There's Willy has got his Jill, and Johnny has 
got his Joan, 
To jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it up and down. 


Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Mary, 
We'll lead up Packington's pound ; 
| No, 


1 
No, no, ſays Nell, and no ſays Doll, 
We'll firit haue ot. Ledger's round: 
Then every mat: die put— his hat off to his 1:5, 
And every :+2:4 did curt'ſy, curt'ſy, curt'ſy on 
the r. s. 


Strike up :y< Watt, agreed ſays Kate, 
[ pray the fidd lz. play: 

Content ſays ide, and fo ſays Madge, 
Fer this is . 1 15 . 


Then every man lengua to foot it round about, 
And every maid 5 je*cy it, jetty A, jetty it in 
and Cut. 


You're out ſays Dick, you lie ſays Nick, 
The £ddler plays it falſe ; | 
And fo ſays Hugh, and ſo favs Sue, 
And fo ſays nimble Elſe : 
The fiddler then began—to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip it, trip it, trip 1t unto 
the men. 


Let's kiſs ſays Nan, content ſays Janc, 
And fo ſays every ihe ; 
How many fays Nat, why three ſays Matt, 
For this is a maiden's fer: 
But they inſtead of three, did give them half 2 
ſcore, 
The men in kindneſ. kindneſs, kindneſs, _ 
them as many more. 


Then after an hour they went to a bower 
To play for ale and cakes ; 

And kite; tzo—until they were due, 
The laſſes held the ſakes : 


T 


y on 


Jut, 
it in 


ain, 
; Unto 


half 2 


„ gave 
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'The women then began to quarrel with the men, 


And bid them take their kifles back and — 
them their own again. 


Thus, thus they ſat, until it was late, 
And tir'd the ſiddler quite, 
With ünging and playing, without any paying, 
From morning until night : 
They told the tiddler then, they'd pay him for 
his play, 
And each gave two pence, two pence, two 
pence, two pence and went their way. 


Good night ſays Ciſe, good night ſays Priſs, 
Good night ſays Harry to Doll; | 
Good night ſays John, good night fays Joan, 
Guod night ſays every one: 
Some ran, {ome went, ſome flaid ; ſome tarry'd 
by the way ; 
Each bound themſelves in kiſſes twelve, to 
meet the next holiday. 


— — 


SONG 28. A Treuricar, BIBRBICAI 
CrLassICal Ballad. © 


By Mr. Grogc Ar TAN DER STEVENS. 


Tune: Jehuny Adair of Kilternan. 


OW we are free from College rules, 
From ſyſtems out of ſeafon ; 
From lumber of the lying {chools, 
And ſyNogiftic reaſon : 
Never more we'll have defin'd 
It matter thinks or thinks not; 


- All the mattcr we {hail mind, 


Is he who drinks, or drinks not. Meta- 


1.4 1 

Met phy ſical to trace, 

The iind or ſoul abüracted; 
Or prove in+tn'ty cf {pace, 

By ca fe on caule effected. 
Better fouls we can't become, 

By immaterial thinking; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 

But room enough to dr.nk in. 


Plenum, ⁊acuum, mints, plus, 
Are learned words and rare too; 


Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, * 
And thoſe that pleaſe, may hear too. 7 
plenum in our wine we ſhow, "1 


Wich plus and plus behind, fir ; 
And when our cafh is ,2172z4s low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


(Qu 
Newton talk'd of lights and fliades, * 
And different colours knew, ſir; D'y 
Don't let us difturb our heads, 1 
We will but ſtudy two, fir. 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
True humour's rarefaction; Bu 
After him we'll name our toaſt, 5 
The centre of attraction. An. 
On that the/; we'll declaim, 1 
With Stratum ſuper flratum ; 
There's magic in the mighty name, ls 
*T1is nature's poſlulatum. | 50 
Wine in nature's next to love, 4 3 
Then wiſely let us blend 'em; Fa 


Firſt though phyſically prove, 
That remus eft biberdum. 


) NC 


COW? 
SONG 29. 
Tune: Pujh abant the briſ bexul, Fee 


Y tne lightof the moon t'other ev'nin 
A mile by the fide o'the brook ; 
When Roger ſtept up with, how do you, fair maid ? 
I peeviialy anwer'd, fo lv K- g look 
Je v1, hy. anjer'd, Zo lot. 


o I ftray'd 


O 


Nav, nay, he reply'd, why ſo angry with me ? 
[ know you mect Robin the cook ; 

It may be you now are a waiting for he. 
Ia a paſſion J anſwer'd, go tool: — % lJonk— 


In a paſſiuu 1 aver d. 29 looks 


Quoth he, you love muſic, I've heard them to ſay; 
And out he an iaſtrumeut toak 
D'ye think, faid he, Bob or I] better can play ? 


I aafwer'd him tcilow, go lo: —20 ook 
Tan ſaver a b:; mn fel.c It's % lead. 


But reſolute grown, he ſclz'd fat o'm hand, 
And Hred me fir down in the nook ; 
And ſwest, ſeid he, tell me what tunes vou 
ctuumaud. 
You puppy, Ianſwec'd ga look go look —— 


Yun Page, Ja dg lock. 


Du. Lon. in his flute, lie fo rarib'd my heart, 
Ihat i never Cream wore of the cook ; 
And 8 me who ime tus l've told but à part, 
For te ret: Gi the ſto 'y m4; Wok --may look — 
For the reſt of the ſtory muy leet. 


8 ON 
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SONG 435. Estitie, FP A DOE Vol uvx- 
TEERS: *+ oo Frer ot ce 118 that cent upon 
the 9 Vl a, nk ny FT — — — — 


To the Jaume bat, as tht J regnng Jorge 


Y lads of Barbadnes, remember your blood, 
1 is the blood cl a ſoldier that warms you, 
Remember, my lacs, that your quarrel is good, 
"Tis the cauic of your country that arms you, 
Aly boys, Cc. Ec. 


Our brothers of Europe, by ſea and by land, 
All over rke globe are victorious: 
Hark! from us of Barbadoes an aid they demand, 
And we too will dare to be glorious. 


For ſhall we no more hut our pedigree claim, 
From heross who figur'd of old ? 

We'll prove our deſcent by maintaining their fame, 
By actions as hardy and bold. 


To ſave Martinico, the trembling monſicurs 
Their incroachments would gladly ſurrender ; 


But treacherous treaties, and falſhoed like theirs, 


Now only true conqueſt can hinder, 


Then haſte, my brave boys, glorious Moncton to 
Already tne army 1s near ; Join, 
The ſcaſon for us and for ſeamen is fine, 
"Tis the foe has a tempet to fear. 


Then, lads cf Barbadoes, remember your blood, 
"Tis the blood of a Soldier that warms vou; 
Remember, my luds, that your quarrel is 200d, 
"Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, 
Aly boys, Tc. 
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181 > 
From our ftaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that. 
he fled, F 
See they tear him—bemir*d—forlorn 
'The farmers with pleaſure behold him lic dead, 
And ſhout to the found of the horn. 


SONG 32. Tus Crinmxey SwEePER, 7 


N various ſhapes I've oft been known, T 
To pleaſe your cars and eyes; A 
Nor Icke only one in own, | A 
That wears the black diſguiſe. 
Saverp ! fuvcep 1 faveep J=—/o1t be! 
In ſpite of mocks, or flouts, or fleers, . 
A truth I muſt impart ; 5 
No chimney halt fo foul appears, See 
As doth the human heart. — 
The learned lawyers could I win * 
To give their briefs to me; T. 
From toul demurs, and many a fin, 10 
My bruth ſhou'd ſet them free. 5 
Obſerve the doctors as they roll, | = 
To ſcrape from all degrees; He 
Much ſweeping wants each ſooty ſoul, | 
All clogg'd with filthy fees. | 7 
Behold yon prieſt, ſo neat and trim, — | 
That vicious reverend beau! | Dez 


There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing him, 


The Devil and I do know. 
The 


ER. 


ot bo | 


The 


1 


The flateſnan with that brow ſevere, 
Had hoon as well forgot; 

His co: icience is as ermin clear, 
And therefore needs me net. 


-- - —- -- ”” wc” O_o 


ww 


SONG 33. A Illux rx CaNTATA. 


eit ATIVE 
EE high pois'd lark, ſalutes the opening 


"dawn ; 
The dripping cowſiips rear their dewy heads; 
Acroſs de cople the rudde milkmaid chants, 
And Phœbus tints with gold his Wiclzlow hills. 


AIR. 


Wich well ſcented hounds, and with jolly-ton'd- 
horn, 

We'll route the proud ſiag with the firſt of the morn. 
See. ſee from the covert, how fourly he ſprings ; 
Hark! hark! the pack opens ; tis muſic for kings. 
„With ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind, 
"He leaps the park wall, and he throws us behind. 
No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain; 
Tan ta ra, ſays echo! They“ re with you again, 


Thro? woodlands then he leads the ſweep, 
He fords the river, climbs the cep; 
The brow he gains ——he flop; 
He fears he pants 


he turns, 
he Chlillce——h: burns 


To the herd then he four: amain 3 ; 
Eis ſuit to the herd ror es in vain 
He faints ! he drops : the huntſman eries 
Dead! dead! ware IIa unch te dics, he dies. 


D 2 SONG 
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8 SONG 34. 


wed, 
Whole reams I of love to her ſent ; 

But back ſhe return'd them, and ſcornfully ſaid, 
That the cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


Reſolv'd not to give up the matter io tame, 
I foliow'd wherever the went; 
At tlie park: at the play—at 
the ſame ; 
Still the cou'Un't tell what the foe! meant. 


the rout 'twas 


Her maid was my "FP and advis'd me to hope; 
Or elſe L had quitecc the icent 

For my tale the wou'd ltop, if my lips did ope, 
With——fſhe cou'Un't tell what the fool meant, 


But Melly, in lieu of a handful of gold, 
In the chamber of Jenny me pent ; 
Three long hours and more I lay ſhiv'ring with 
cold, 


HEN Jenny the gay I firſt courted to 


That the girl might know what the fool meant. 


But what are theſe hours, nay threeſcore and three, 


To be crown'd at the laſt with content ;— 


Young Jenny's no longer hard hearted to me, 


| 


Since I ſhew'd her what 'twas the fool meant. 


SONG 


* 


LE 
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SONG 35. 
Tune : The old Woman of Grimſtone. 


OLITICIANS may prate 
On affairs of the fate, 
And wrangle and make a great rout ; 
But our voices we'll join 
In the praiſe of good wine, 
So my friends puſh the bottle about, brave boys, 
So my friends puſh the boi:le about. 


"Tis this makes us bold, 
And will keep out the cold, 
Such virtues in claret combine ; 
While the flak 1s in view, 
Our joys are ſtill neo, 
And our cares are all drown'd in good wine, Se. 


That fellow's an aſs, 
Who would fneak from his glaſs, 
For ſome inſolent Chloe to whine ; 
Let him come no more here, 
| For by Bacchus I ſwear, 
He's not worthy to taſte of our wine, Sc. 


The neQar of old, 
That ſo much is extoll'd, 
Which the deities drink when they dine ; 
Let none hence deceive ye, 
For if you'll believe me, 
Their nectar's no more than good wine, Te. 


Thoſe hero's fo ſtout, 
Who our enemies rout, 


3 


142 
And to glory {> much do inclirz; 
Vas the flaſk out of light, 


They no longer could fight, The 
So the praiſe is ali due to good wine, Ss. * 

The poet whoſe wit, Fo 

Euch humour can hit, 1 tel. 
Who with rapture makes flow ev'ry line; I via 

What tho' he may chuſe, 

Other names {or his mule, Fw 
Yet the name of the muſe--is good wine, QC. and 

The prieſt fo devout, 

His tent to help out, Tke 
Seeks relief in his cardinal finc ; (uuic! 

After taking a ſup, 141 

From a full flowing cup, Then 
Cries “ There's nothing on carth like good wine,“ 

De. 
b 

To ſum up my ſong, - 

That you mayn't think it long, | Dr. 
Tho' the ſubject you'll own is divine; We 

From the eaſt to the well 1 

By all folks 'tis conleſt, 1 
That there's nothing can equal good wine, % de | 

boys, Sc. 

PPT Foren 


SONG 36. A HuxTixo CAx T Ar. 
RECLITATIV-be 8 


OW peers the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
Its ditte1entnetes each teather'd warbler canes 


he milkmaid's carol Slads the ploughmau's car, 
The jolly huntſman winds his cheartut horn, To 5 
And the ſtaunch pac!: return the lo d falute. Aud, 


Dy 


ue) 


The hour! are unkennel'd, and nd, 
Thro” ne copſe and the lurze wil we lead, 
Till we reach yor Ter ſarm on the bro, 
For there lurics the thief that num bleed. 
I tet you ſo didn't 1: ——ſeg warre he fies: 
"Tvas Beil:nan that ohen'd, fo ſure the fox dies. 
Let tlic e uy: EN 
Encouraze the hound, 
And ſioat thro? tie echoing 1555 


KECITATALY EE. 


ze chace began, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, 
(Wickſet, or gate, che thundering 0505 retard; 
Lill the dead nate; proclaim the fallen prey, 
Then---to the {poruve ſquire's capacious bowl. 


AIX. 


O'er that and old beer of his own, 
That is found, bright, and wholſome we'll ſing, 
Drink ſucees to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's wit: the king. 
And next will we fill to Jove's favorite ſcene, 
The rich ile of Saints, een I mean ; 
Where men, hories and hounds, 
Can bc livpt by no bounds, 
For no ſpot on the earth c'er bred ſporters fo keen, 


SONG 37. Bic Berry'd Borrrk. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 


That 1 quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to 


my glais ; * 
To you men of reaſon, my reaſons Ill own; 
And, ur vou don't like them why--let them alone. 
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Altho' T have left her, the truth I'll declare: 

I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair, 
But goodneſs and charms in a bumper] ſee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own : 

But, tho' ſhe cou'd ſmile, yet in truth ſhe cou'd 
frown : 

But tell me, ve lovers of liquor divine, 

Did ycu e er fee a trown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lilies and roſes were iaf in their prime; 
Vet lies and roles are ccnquer'd by time: 
But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
Ther we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They teil me, my love would in time have been 
„1e, 
Anu ikat bewity's infill when once 'tis enjoy'd: 
Bui 'n wine ! Heth tin end enjoyment dety ; 
Fo, che enger! Aru the more tity am J. 
Let inurdeie, „ tittes, and hifory prove 
The milchiets teu dcn rivals in love: 
Lut in drtaking, thank neon, no rival contends; 
ror the ::ore we love bquor, the more we are 
ir. s. | 


She ted might have rouifon'© 1.0 joy of my life 
With rartes, an babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife: 
But iy ine neil. er nurſes nor babies can bring; 


And a big veily'a bottle“ a mighty good thing. 


Ve ſhorten cur days when with love we engage; 

It brings on Ciſesſes, and haitens ol age: 

But one nom grim death can its votaries ſave, 

And vp out bother leg, When there's ons in the 
grave. Per- 


| 


| 


' 


L 4 1 

Perhaps, like her ſcx, ever falſe to her word, | 

ur, Che ha 5 Ictt me to get an eſtate or A lord: | 
Bur my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf) 

s Will tand by me when 1 can't — by myſelf. 


* Then let dear Chloe no longer complain; 
u'd She's rid of her Jover, and of my pain: 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy 2 
Should you doubt wat 1 fl , take a bumper and 
try. 


— 


SONG 438% On the Buck Hur in the 
COUNTY Cf Lt:ittRICKk, 


Tune: Lowry Crna 


en Y your leave, Laury Crogan, 
B Enough has been ſookeu, 
12 ; time to vive over your {onnet, your ſonnet ; 
1 liſten to mine, fir, 
Much truer than thine, ſir, 
For theſe very eyes were upon it, upon it. 
It is of a Bock ilain 
This V ery Cam 3 
s; Io let him live longer, were pity, were pity ; 
For head and for bra Ia 
| For fat ard for hauncheg, 
| Excecdiny a mayor ot a city, a city. 


e: | A council aſſembled, 
43 (Who'd think but ne tremulod) 
. Ot lads of 200d ſpirit, well mounted, well mounted; 
ä Each his hip and cap cn, 

1 And ſpurs made at Ripper], 

The number full twenty, well counted, well 
Iu counted, Lut 
2 _ — 


r- A boxun friicus for maning ſpurs. 
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But in legs he confiding, 
Ali cfiorts deriding; 
He thou lit himſelf ſafe as in bed, fir, in bed, ur; 
Wit“ 2 OUNCE oft he ges, 
Anu ee 4 vp his noſe; 
Tut Ringu oh cry ', lord help your head, fir, your 
head, Er. 


„e went bouncing, 
n 2 ſounding, 
ors RELA dove with 2 
„ | 
ig were ng then nere, 
«1 focus müll. e „ r, 
* 943g leave his ©: 2monih Ind ile, and ollow 
Knechallcan Kr. ck iny, 
And hills twice 25 many ; 
We ſcan . ger'u fer done walls, o'er he gc, o'er 
Citches ; 
He fſkimm'd o'er ne grounds, 
But to baKe our houi1s, 
Was ne'er vet in any Buck's breeches, Buck's 
breeches. 


„op and 


Four hours he hcid ont, 
Moſt ſurprizingly tout, 

Till at length to his fate Le ſabmitted, ſubmitted; 
His chroat being cut up, | 
And poor cuip1it put up, 

To the place whence he came was remitted, 

remitted, 
A place moſt inchanting, 
W here nothing was wanting, 


+ 4 place in Italy where the b fiddles are mude: 
here put for the fiddle of the celebrated Mr. Dubourg. 
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That poor 8 hun:iman could wiſh for, could 
wiſh tor 
Of delicate 1 Are; 
(Tno' numbers were there) 
Yet every man was a dich for, a diſh for. 


We fell too with fury, 
Like a long-iamiſh'd jury, 
Nor ſtay'd we for grace to our dinner, our dinner; 
The butler a {wcating, 
The knives all a whetting, 
The edge of each tomach was keener, was keener. 
The bumper went round, 
With a beautiful found, 
Clink, clink, Iixe ſweet bells, went the glaſſes, 
the cl: alles; 5 
We diſpatch'd queen and king, 
And each other ſine thing, 
To bumper the beautiful laſſes, ſweet laſſes. 


There was ſweet Sally Curry, 
And Singleton Cherry, 
Miſs Croker, mis Bligh, and miſs Pritty, miſs 
Pritty ; 
With lovely miſs Pierce, 
That fubject of verſe, 
Who ſhall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, my ditty. 
With numberleſs m more, 
From fifteen to a ſcore*, 


| had you but ſeen them together, together; 


Such charms you'd diſcover, 
You'd pity the Louvret, 
And offer St. James ꝗ as a feather, a feather. 


15 


* Alluding to the ages of the — 
t The beauties at the courts of France and E gland. 


( 48 ] 
The wn of tt haute, 
Aud u. bea tete fp, uſe, 
Ma. they on in ret and veniſon, veniton, 


HH. DO 
. ˖ ITT) 


Bmw any h.. 
1 ACE 5 Nv. cnOre OT? bo ELSE 
Necer want tire bu rt bl be 
L-:ng proper hai hurt ty, 
'T he ſtore Lou's 0 ity; 
Wheie thus we 
morty; 
For jus ial as 
We ruft an ay 
TO poor Duty Nor val 


eon, beniſon. 


LaCu: 
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and 1 leury 7 and Fleury 
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EX AN DER STEVE I- 5. 


By Mr. Georc: n 


| But 


NE evening Goou-humour brougat Wit as: 


gue ny 
By Friend, ' zun ie e1 to ſhare of the . rick 


Their liquoc was Claret an! Live: Ve 2. th=ir hot, 


But while like tue backs they evjoy'd thei 

dh: 
For the Joy> of a bock, 
Alarm'd they all hezrc 
And the v irchman 


TIyvcere 


e in love, wit, and wine, 
he date ud knock, 
noarſe beilow'd 


— pa: 


TS nt 
0 Lack. 


They 


1 Tir No ort EA ale and C. wat Fleurs, one thi. 
pre 7138 11 17 75 1 Cllr! of 


that of £ ante, dk ? ve toi e this Oct WWII . 4. 
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4 3 


And harm nony garniſh'd each double-mennt to; 


; 


45 S 775 her 


To hi 


His g 


Je, aud make merry, make And 


My f 
And! 


Says 
Tho 
He 1 


So hic 
This 
There 
Huzz: 


Nor ir 


Since 
Wit ; 


Zut if 
Hence 


Since 
By thi 


— Come, 
Since v 
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They nimbly ran down, the diſtur' in dog found, 
And upſtairs they dragg'd the iinpertinent hound; 
n. But when brought to the lignt, how much were 
| they pleas'd, 
To find 'twas the grey-glutton Time they had 
ſeized. 


His glaſs for a lanthorn, his ſcythe for a pole, 
ake And a ſingle lock dangled adown his {:nouth fcullz 
My friends, quoth he, (coughing) | tavught fit to 
knock, | 
And bid you be gone—for ' tis paſt Twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd Savage, on this advice fix, 
— Tho' nature ſtrikes T'welve, folly Mill points at Six, 

He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd 

bear 1t, 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret.. 
This is right, then ſays Wit, while we're yet in 

=_— our prime, 
: There's notning like claret for killing of time; 
Huzza, replies Love, now no more can he knock, 
Nor impertinent tell us Tis paſt Twelve o' clock. 


. . | Since Time is no more, nor no more can forbid us, 
nen Wit and Love of that troubleſome guett well 
have rid us ; 
- But if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, 
Henceforth he is found in a hogſhead of wine. 


The vince Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think, 

By this rule we are ſure of ourtime when we drink; 
— Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
e thi, SIncewe'recertainourdrinking isalwayswelltim'd. 
17 0) | 


; E SONG 
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8 0 N G 40. For the Caren Crus. 


By Mr. GroxckE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 


Tune 2 Ceme let s Prepare. 


HEN the deity's word, 


And in order uproſe this val! ball, fir, 
The ſphercs ſung his praile, 
Who from diſcord cou'd raiſe, 

This Harmony, Harmony all, ür. 


Each child of the earth, 
The chorus ſung forth, 

Te- deums were gratefully given; 
Land, fea and ſkies rung, 
With creation's glad ſong; 


And Harmony echo'd thro' heaven. 


Tis muſic, whoſe charms, 
Each herce vaſſion difarma, 

As we find by unhappy king Saul, fir, 
When his harp David tun'd, 
Madneſs ſunk at the ſound, 

For ſenſe comes at Harmony's call, ſir. 


The ſpider inflam'd, 
Tarantula nam'd, 


With his fling will each vim, appal, C. 


But mul:c is ſurc, 
The ſad patient to cure, 


For health comes at Harmony's call, fir, 


Timotheus had ill, 


To curb Philip's ſon's will, 


With « touch made his heart riſe or fall, fir, 


Throughout Chaos was heard, 


For 


Co: 


At 


The 


E $0-1 
He in tune put his breaft, 
Then let Love do tho re't, 
3. - For Love comes at Harmony's call, fir, 


Euridice's ſwain, 
By his ſenſe-lulling ſtrain, 
Could the foreit's wild tenants enthral, fir, 
Nay ſtones we can prove, 
Will obedient move, 
At Harmony's, Harmony*s call, fir. 


Man and bealt will decay, 
Rocks and ſeas ſink away, 
The great globe mull to ruin reſign, ſir, 
Vet in heaven above, 
Still will muſic and love, 
Eternal in Harmony join, ſir. 


This night let us ſtri ve, 
To keep humour alive, 
But frit we'll this bumper diſpatch, ſir, 
Let him, who ſings belt, 
Sing a ſong for the reſt, 
Or join as he ought in a catch, fir. 


es — 


T— 


SONG 41. Tux PiuriaAd. 
Tune : Come lit 1 prepare. 


E pimps, all draw near, 
And Fl make it appear, 
That a pimp is ne raſcally ſtation; 
Ana that pimps we are all, 
(I aver) great and ſmall, 
From the head to the tail of the nation. 
He we 7 The 


1 52 J 
The prieſt it is plain, 
For the lucre of gain, 

Dame religion exalts to the ſky, firs, 
And will meckly declare, | 
That no nymph is fo fair, 

Tho' he knows all the time--- tis a lie, firs, 


The grave judge on the bench, 
Willi {wear there's no wench, 
Like juſtice, fo ſafe and fo ſound, firs, 
'Tho' he looks without guile, | 
Yet he knows all the while 
She's been pox'd by the lawyers all round, firs. 


The doctor ſo grave, 
Is as arrant a knave, 
And a pimp to a lady call'd health, fir, 
Tho' the fon of a whore, 
Has debauch'd her before, 
And now {ells her for chariot and wealth, fir. 


The player I ween, 

Pimps for tragedy's queen, 
And for comedy ſeldom refuſes ; 

The manager's ſoul, 

Is a pimp to his cole, 


And the poet's a pimp to the muſes, 


The ſoldier and tar, 
Are the pimps of the war, | 
And the beau is a pimp by profeſſion ; 
The ſtateiman, tis true, 
Give the devil his due, 
Is no pimp -but the bawd of the nation. 


SONG 


SON 


Tha 


And 


To 


And 


* 
SONG 42. On the Conqueſt of the Hav AR NAH. 


Tune: The cd IFoman at Grimſts ic. 


OV” Enzland's victorious, 
Our conque!!s more glorious, 
Than thoſe of Eliza or Anna ; 
Freedom drew honour's ſword, 
Courage gave us the word, 
And our hearts of oak ſtorm'd the I Iavannah, 
rade boys, 
Aud our hearts of ook florm'd the Havannab. 


For Quebeck Montreal, 
Martinique, Senegal, 
With ſorrow each Frenchman looks wan-ah, 
And Fil hold ten to one, 
That each whiſker-cheek'd don, 
Seems as queer for the loſs of Havannah, Sram 
boys, &c. 


France and Spain would intrigue 
In a family league, 
And Aultria mult join in the clan-ah ! 
Yet though Poliſh count Bruhl 
Clubb'd the weight of his ſkull, 
All their heads couldn't ſave the Havannah, bra 
boys, c. 


Our ground we made good, 
For determin'd we itood, 
To conquer or die to a man-ah ! 
With our broadſides and chcers, 
Ve have deafen'd the ears, | 
And dum- founded the dons at Favenneh, Brace 
beys £ Oc. 
E 2 Our 


L 54 J 


Our commanders we knew 
Were reſolv'd to go through, 
Unanimity flrengthened their plan- ah! | 
Along Cuba's coaſt, | 
But we Britons won't hoaft, 
Nor ſhall Spaniards now boaſt the Havannah, 


brave boys, Ec. 


Once Spain in bravado 
Sent here an Armado, 
But Drake drubb'd them out of their plan-ah! 
In return for their treat, 
We diſpatch'd out a fleet, 
To drub the dons out of Havannah, rave bs, O. 


See Britannia advance, 
Conqueſts wreath on her lance, 
Magnauimity marihals her plan-ah ! 
Fame rejoiced ſpreads her wings, 
Hark, exulting the fings, 
Britiſh heroes have wen the Havannah, brave boys, 


Tc. 


[ES — 
* 


SONG 43. A new Buc#'s Sox. 
BY Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune: Ye medley of mortals. 


OME mirth call on muſic, call muſic cn ſong, 
Come frolic- filled fancy bring genius along; 
Come Momus, come Comus, come Bucks hark 
away; ; 
Here's to Nimrod our founder, a bruſker, hurra, 
Sing tantara-rara, hurra, hurra, 
Sing tantara- rara, hurra. 
Heroic | 


| 


Fr 
That 


Jaſtr 
And 


ah, 


= 
= 


E 


Heroic Semiramis, Babylon's queen, 
Great Nimrod's regalia and records had ſeen, 
She the order renew'd, came herſelf as a gueſt, 
And always from thence wore a Buck at ner breaſt, 


She call'd a divan, hey ſpouſe Ninus dethron'd, 
*Cauſe no Buck he would be, for no monarch was 


own'd. 
To her ladies this ſpeech made, let Bucks alone 
win ye, 
And each fool be nick-nam'd from Ninus a 
Ninny. 
'Tis by women each Buck, at true honour 
arrives, 
The firſt race of Bucks were made Bucks by their 
wives: 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd 


to roam, 


Each wife a true Buck, dubb'd her huſband at home. 


This order like light quickly ſpread o'er the 
earth, 

It; ha bingers Friendſhip and Freedom went forth; 

Great Nimrod appear'd, in our lodge, took his 
poſt. 

Love and Wit his ſupporters, and Honour his hoſt. 


From the archives of Egypt our charter he 
brought, 
That wealth ſprings fiom induſtry, to his Bucks 
taught; 
Inſtructions through life for our fake did adviſe: 
And that golden rule formed, to be merry and 
Wie. 


He 


1 
He ſamp'd the Buck's charter; he formed the 
firit grand, 
Unanimity gave, as the word of command: 
To cach ranger, each foreſter, this did premiſe, 
Since Bucks you're become, boys, be merry and 
We, 


From Bacchus our name 1s, tho* ſome ſay from 
Jove, 
For he was the firſt like a Buck who made love; 
To a bull, for the take of Europa, he turns, 
And bequeaih'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 
horns. 


Cadmus, Theſeus, Hercules, Jaſon, and other:, 
Set fail in their Argo, like brave Bucks and 
brothers. 
The ladies of Colchis elected each ſtranger, 
As Jaſon was choſe by Medea her ranger. 


Some ſay tnat Acton, becauſe he wore horns, 
Muſt needs be a Buck, but that tale each Buck 
icorns ; 
Had he been one of as, in Diana's ſurpriſe, 
_ He'd not ſtood like a fool, but been merry 
2nd vile. 


To conclude, let us rife Bucks, and hand in 
hand join, 
And a Zuck's nnanimity, ſhew by this ſign! 
We bow to bur grand, nd acknowledge his ſway, 
And pronounce in full chorus, em. coz. We obty, 


5ONG 


%t 4 
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SONG 44. 


Taz MasquzgRADpE ; By Mr. Garni.;. 


E medley of mortals who make up this throng, 
Spare your wit for a moment, and lift to m, 
ſong ; 
What you'd not expect here, my wit ſhall be new, 
And:hat is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſt. all be true. 
Sing rantare rare trath all, truth all, 
Sing tantara-rara truth all, 


Not a toy in the ſhop you'll! Huy cheaper then 
mine; 
Bring your laſſes to me, and you'll! 20 
coin; 
The ladies alone will pay dear for 
For if they will hear me, their tan 
Sing ſlantura : . . 


Tho? our revels are ſcorn'd by t' 
wiſe, 
Yet they practiſe all day, chat 
Examine mankind Gem: the «©: 1 
Each mortal's dify ulis 0, 2 ard ry FONT TR * 
8. ng tuin rah, Hidynd was , wt 


The EM brim-ful of October and grace 

With a long taper pipe, : in. a round rt ddy 202, 

Will rail at our doing dat chen it is d ih, 

The doctor's diſguis a, and led hotze by the clerk. 
02; 17 (QA GEYA=rArA, u {er all, Sc. 


The fierce roaring bl: 
cock'd kat, 

With, b:ood ! he'l! do this; and zounds! 
he do that; Wnen 


e, wih! {word and 


[$6.3 
When he comes to his trial he fails in his part, 
And ſhews that his looks are but matks to his heart · 
Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, Sc. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, Cu 

Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 

| whores ; 

But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace ; 

For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face to 
face! Sing tantare-rara, maſks all, &c, 


The courtiers and patriots, mongſt other fine 
things, TINY 

Will talk of their country, and love to their ings; : 

But their maſks, will drop off, if you ſhake but 
the pelf, 


And ſhew king and country all center'd in ſelf. 
Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, Ee. Lon; 


With an outſide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the prude, Nou 
If you touch her, ſhe faints ; if you ſpeak, you are The 
rade ; [none, 8 4 

Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho” virtue ſhe's NN 
b re 1 

And perhaps ſhe's careſs'd by the coachman And 


or John, Sing tantara- rara, maſks all, Es. 8 

Wich a grave maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and law, 
In your caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe theres The 
no flaw, [ big ; | The 


Till death and the judge have decreed, they lo In br 
Then you find you have truſted—a full-bottom'd Still 


wig. Seng tantæs a-rara, mats all, Cc. Diſpe 
3 Their 
Thus life is no more than 2 round of deceit, But u 


Each neighbour will find, that his next is a cheat; Th 

But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue ; ” 

You at laſt cheat yourfelves—tken the devil cheat The 
you, Sing tartera-rars, maſks all, Gs ry 


SONG, 


1 
5ONG 45. 
Craucer?s Recantation, by Mr. Swart, 


Netter. 


LD Chaucer, once, to this re-echoing grove, 
Sung „of the ſweet bewitching tricks of love;” 


But ſoon he found he'd ſullied his renown, 


And arm'd each charming hearer with a frown; 


Thus felf-condemn'd a-new his lyre he ſtrung, 
And in repentant ſtrains this recantation ſung, 


A1R. 


Long ſince unto her native {kv 

Fled heav'n deſcended Conttancy ; 
Nought now that's ſtable's to be had, 

The world's grown mutable and mad. 
Save women they, we muit contels, 
Are miracles of ſReadftaſtneſs ; 

Andevery witty, pretty dame, 

Bears for her mOtt0——STILL THE SAME» 


The flowers that in the vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue and green, 
In brief complexion idl; gay 

Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting day, 
Diſpers'd by wind, or chilPd by froſt, 
Their odours gone, their colour loſt : 
But what is true, tho” paſling ftrange, 
That women never fade nor change, 


The wiſe man ſaid that all was vain, 
And folly's univerſal reign 3 


Wiſdom 


1 60 ] 


Wiſdom it's vot'ries oft enthralls, Than 
Riches torment, and pleaſure palls ; Th 
And 'tis, good lack, a gen'ral rule, 
That each man ſoon or late's a fool: "FE 
In women tis the exception lies, * 5 
For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wiſe. | 805 
This earthly ball with noiſe abounds, * 
And from it's emptineſs it ſounds; 
Fame's deaf ning din, the hum of men, Tho 
The lawyer's plea, the poet's pen ; 80 
But women here no one ſuſpects, 95 
Silence diſtinguiſhes that ſex ; RIS 
For, poor dumb things! ſo meek's their mould, Thi 
You icarce can hear them when they ſcold. 3 
ec 
Cu Oo us. Oh 
Not th 
An hundred mouths, an hundred tongues, 
An hundred pair of iron lungs, | Shit 
Five beralds, and five thouſand cryers, | 
With throats aubeſe accent never tires, "Phe £ 
Ten ſpeating trumpets of à /:2e 
Would deafneſs with their din ſurpriſe, To 
Your praiſe, Jaucet nymphs, all ſing and ſay, Not fe 
And thoſe that will believe i. ay. BY Tha 
An an; 
SONG 46. Miſs Maar Gir. F 
| Who ft 


NKNOWN tothe nine, and a novice in ſong, Tha 
Advent'rous I brandiſh the quill ; | | 
And cull for my theme, from amidſt the fair throng, 4. he 


The beauteous, the ſweet Mary Gill. | And 
Not Venus herſelf, when juſt ſprung from che mas, 4 fe. 
uti 


A youth with more raptures could fill; 
Than 


Gy 
9 


N, 


a 
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'Than dancing % gaze on, (however in vala) 
Ine ſmiling, the tweet Mary Gill. 


At each look from her eyes, tho ſhe made my heart 
bleed, 
Such tranſports all o'er me did thrill; 
Such as only pon ifton itſelf could exe t - 
Pouiletion of iweet Mary Gill. 


Thoſe fnow- hills of pleaſure, her breaſt which adorn, 
And are iweeter then ſweet-ſcented dill ; 

Raio'd a paſſion which ever within me mult burn, 
Then pity nic, {wecet Mary Gill. 


The charms which the whole of her perſon diſplay 85 1 
' 111 'Y 

Oh! how they do wound me, and kill! = 
Not the mid ſummer's fun, nor the lightning's fierce = 
blaze, "1 

Shine ſo ſplendid as ſyeet Mary Gill, 1 
The ſmooth filver accents which flow'd from her | > 
tongue, 2 


To hear them methinks I ſeem ill; 
Not tweeter the firains by young ſeraphims ſung, 


zan thoſe of my ſweet Mary Gill. 


An angel of light, if ſome Tian would draw, 
To thew forth in painting his {kill ; 

Who fitter to lit, and who freer from "Daw: | 

Than the charming, the ſweet Mary Gill ? 


At the tavern or pot-houſe let Bacchanals rave, 
And clarct abundantly fwill ; 

Me RE | in nature thall ever enſlave. 
But the charms of my ſweet Mary Gill. 
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Great Bacchus, repentant, the pardan J ak, 
Foroivoenchs | hutalnz implare; 

If Cer {or a female I quita fall ca, 
May I never < 1110 Is Guns det n re. — gte: 't Oc d. 
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May L never e: 10% one drop more. 
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For wh ig his ſenſes that mortal can blame, 
Wie ſlrites his Own met to rniie; 


For 0 men and tops are > nearly che lame, 
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Tho? vit, ſp: r ling wit, ſome rate ſemales poſſeſs, 
Tho Kin Cnels may ad: 1 TC) the: 'T tore ; 

nan ature and ſiniles tas a bumper no leſs, 
And fourxles 7 dre tines more: 


With virtue oth, 20 rn'd tho? lhe be, 
Tony? moaetty biooms in each twature, 


A done S not more emmecett than Ng; 
Its virtuc's ten 1 umes greater —-dear 
bons. 


Their beauty's at tracting © free)! y conic, 


Their fo; | mult oa 18 i gh ning 
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WO 
1 Sght in thy cauſe, to thy int': su am true, 
And yield me eternally thine; 
ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 
Or c'er like a lover : pine. 
May greatei 0: © curtu. my hon. ead run ary, 


Nor more be repltnih'e Wink vv inz—blel wine. 


EXAXDER STEVESS: 


By Mr. GEORGE A: 


Tune: O2 a 


time I vas great. 


U3i the bottle about, drink my toaſt, and 


way, 
Round the brim let the liquor be flowing; 
We're robbing of life, while we drinking delay, | 
So prithee, dear brothers, keep g going. 
Here's à health to that man, who for ſtrengtt 
tearcth none, 
Who values no mortal for riches alone, 
Wo nc'er trea> cn the weak, nor gives ſorron 
a frown, 
Ile, he's a true ſon of the bottle. 


The ſcience of drinking is better by half 
Than the ethics of old Ariflotie ; 

I look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except in the liſe of a bottle: 

Let ſcholiaſts with ſcholiaſts, explain and confound, 
The motion of matter, the world's whechn! 

round, | 

But make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found, 

Such wonders are done by the bottle. 
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The ſportſman arouz'dunen the hora Cails away, 

Thro' thicx'vts, ver quicalets will bound, fir, 
His warmweſhing wile may in vain court his flay, 

Her reque!.s in oed kalloving are drown'd, ür; 
Ili,! port 15 bat dull t the short that we boat, 
So ho !— here a bu: per-! u, hark to the touſt, 
Hit it oi, ud be quick, let che ſcent thould be 

lot, 
And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 
\ 

Let lawyers perplex, and le: ichoolmen declaim, 

Let patriots for hiverty rattle; 
Let hot- headed herbes run ma! after ſame, 

But lat s co: ly ttick to our bott: 


Shew us; wine, tis enough, we {ll ak to't. 4 
Let thife rake their reit, who their temper "twill 1% 
tut, 1 
We've liberty, honour, luw, learning to boot, 1 ! 
In the pleaſing contents of a bottle. *4 
4 

Tho” ficxnefs, deſpair, and captivity join, 
Fe equal the autients in thinking ; x 
1 


No comfort, no ph, ic, no frien MY » but wine, i] 
No freedom I atk, but for drin king : : | 
Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or bail: #-like dare he ruth into the room, N 
I'd try for one moment to tip him a hum, | * 
While I! bumper 'd the lat of my bottle. 
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OW heavy the time rolls along, 
Now julia is far from my fight! 
How Qull is the n nighting: He's (0s, 
That once uſed to give ſuch delight! l 
'F 3 Tne 


( 66 J 
The meador:s that ſecmed ſo green, 
Now tote all the vezdure ot May ; 
The cowilip and v1'let are ſcen 
To droop, fade ard wither away. 


Bright Phœbus no longer can pleaſc! 
Gay pre ſpects no longer are balm; 
Een mutic affords me no calc, 
Which was went ev'ry paſſion to calm 


My flocks too, d ſorderle firav, 

And bleat their complaints in my ear; 
No more they leap, froiic, and play, 

But ſad es cheir maſter appeat. 


But ah, if my Julia was ſcen, 


My flocks, how they'd tkip o'er the plain, 
Each flow'ret would ſpring on the green, 


And nightngales charm me again. 


For her a green arbour I've made, 
Enrich'd with each tragrant flower ; 

The ſun's ſcorching heat it will thade, 
T will have o'er her beauty no pow'r. 


eturn ther, my fair one, return, 


No month's more propitious than May; 


O, leute not your thepherd to mourn, 
But Laite, my dear charmer, away 
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HE tun, like any bridegroom gay, 


Roſe to ſalute the ſpring, 


The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 


And birds began to {ing : 


When Damon tripp'd it o'er the plain, 


Dear Cloe's heart to win, 
But at the window tapp'd in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſide the manſions where the great, 
From glorious ſeats retir'd, 
The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd: 
Love whiſper'd this in Damon's ear, 
And bade the ſong begin, 
And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet his ſong, the maiden "roſe, 
In rural plain attire, 

And like the genial ſeaſon glows, 
With thrilling {oft deſire: 

But angry like, "by love controul'd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this din? 
Why w ake me thus? I've often told, 

I ne'er wou'd let you in. 


The fair one in his arms he preſs'd, 
And k:i'd her Yer and o, 
And who, with hon ur in his breaſt, 


Would then hive tourht on mdre ? 


To church le led her in ler prime, 
For pleaſu;c vid of un; 

And now fac :.:.il; the ha py time, 
When firit ne let him in. 


n 


AY, jeer ve ct . rs, by love unbetray?%) 
Put pit; 1 ent, zet an innocent maid, 

10 pp. d, ** Wiel 3 ny 19 zonder he ge row, 
And which f YOu al pray, wou'd not have don. iv, 


If with _ Re 1 ft id, to the coppice I'd flray, 
51 * — Cans TL » 5 Le M iy 

He is 84 SS -% v 1991 930 1 Th A te av * 

Then kits'd me to f ect „could not but; 


And which ef 36u all prey had antwer'd hin no. 


At the foot of a wide free ling oak we reclin'd, 
T lean'd on his breaſt whiic he wiliper'd his zuind, 
His offer was muritave, | could bY lay no, 
Pray wiich of you ail is't that vou, have done ſo. 


As tne ie around this fout dak dothentw'ine, 

So ſ.cetiny, {iv le, thou mult do u hen thou'rt 
mine, 

Then cl:t15& nc cloſe to him, Ih egg 0 I might go, 

But he bicis'd me all cicier, and CI ) d my dear ho. 


e Johnns, ſweet Johnny, I ſaid, 
men bor * zur promiie nor hurt a oor maid, 
Condor wy virtue and pray lec me go, 

— * — 


I 


Gathe KING due ill warmer and cry 'd my dear no. 


Lever ou. Johnny as mild as the dove, 
4 
OW Weak is the heart that gives anction to love, 


Vet he , That to-morrew to church he Will go, 


He mall ne'er get me out again till he does ſo. 


SONG 
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4 Hl virgin, when ſoften'd by May. 
Attend s to the villaver's vous; 
The birds 4 105 ectiv bill on the pray, 
And pop}: embrace with their bough - 
On Ida brigi:t Venus may reipn, 
Ador'd for ter b enuty ahove; 
We ſhepherds, that live on the plain, 


Hall May, ﬆ%s the mother of love. 


From the well, as it wanton:y blows 
Fond zephyr careſſe, the pine: 
The bee ſteals a kits from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 
That border the veinal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſott ride. 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing ; 
He flutters in bridal array ! 
If the larks and the linnets now fin », 
Their mulic is taught them by Nlav. 
The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her foad bliſs in the grove ; 
And murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May k is The mother of love, 


The goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay; 

Get your pipes, oh! ye Shepherd-:, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen | anguiih remove, 

Let him tell her {of tales, and he'll find 
That May is the mother of love, 


JR 
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fair, 
Will run for a garland the devil knows where! 
Of her mind and har perion they tell us ſuch lieg, 
That zou think heragodd; 4 juli Tet onttrome. cles 


Dcrry dew, dit ty FE 4 der! * 752 Te. 


W HiLE each love- ſck ſeribbler to dreſs up the 


Tho' ſatire { me an nat, ſuch praiic J deteſt, 
Vet my fair mall be ſang of as well as the reit, 
And w 'hile wich my 72n iro! truth 025 along, 
I doubt net but Buifey will lit to my long. 


Tho? her eyes are not light'ning to ſet us on fire, 
Yet their beams are ue bright as a man can deſire, 
Tho? nor lilies or zoles her cheeks overfpread, 
What's better, tlie e's true fleth and bloud, white 

and red. 


Her auch 3 majeſtis, yet caſy withal, 
Not ſo rait ar a cedar, nor nothing fo tall; 
'Jo ſay that with Venus the vies tor her air, 
Since | uver ſu Venus, 1 cauuot declare. 


Her wit is Uill jo in whar wittt ſhould be, 
Good ic 1 gges in hand with the Cnart epartee, 
Not prac: 1.15 {Qu: m1, nor wantouly g. 
Yet e n ri. as the birds are in Mav, 


To ſum up the whole, you may ſearch the world 
round, 
Anymph more com; lea there can never be wanck 


Then ccaſe, ye vain. riddle: 'S, YOU Hattering lays, 


Vor Betſey alone is the tubj..vi of praile. 
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Who jovially 12 t the ſound of the cab. 
Vho rt not yuarnirch when grave Time !!rikes 
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Then give me your voices ye friends to the cauſe, 
For ſurely the ſobject demand; your applauſe; | 
This truth I declare, and I'd have the world 

know it, 

"Tis wine that at preſent has made me a poet : 
Then fill mea 91:15 of this liquor divine, | 

And let this be the toall, here's a bumper cf wine, 


8 N 83. 
The SorlpiEk's Fa EWrl: a CAN TITAN. 
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OU. P by the druin, the fignal to away, 
Ready to warch fee ſoldier Will obey; 
Cloſe to his fide his mach-lov'd Moll appcars, 

Her hair 0 ſhevul'd, red her eyes with tears : 
Her bei.y, prominent, too plainly hows, 
Not ain her prict, not vain alas! For woes; | 
With l,ving arms ſhe claſp'd lim to her bread, | 
Aud thus her withes, thus her tears, express d. 


— —— 


A TK. 
Tune: Long had ite French ut. 


And muit my dear William ſail over the main, 

To figh: the falſe Frenchmen, or humble proud 
Spain? 

Ah! mu? , ou b-gone from your dear native ſhore? 

I fear, au! I tear -1 ſhall ſce rnce no more; 

In my mind 1 behold the broad en{i-ns diſplay's, 

The in: 1 all in order Fr battle array'd; 

The trumpet gives notice for fight to prepa e, 

L die at the ch. 2a2kts on't, I ink with veſpair. 
Cu9oRus>. Toe Wrumpet & Ves notict, Se. 
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Should heaven ail! thee auginſt the Proud 18e, 
And conqueſt the lurel of vii'ry beg! 
Safe return'd to my rms Gould 1 ice ther 9: baln, 
Eſcap'd from the contelt where thouſands are lat in, 
How ble; will my fate be! — While many nut 

mourn, 

For thoſe whom grim death wont permit to return; 
My ſpirits revive ! ſafe from war's dread alarm:, 
My William with glory thall biels tage fond arms. 


KECTTATLYE. 


Will, in whoſe breait cach manly virtue ſhone, 
With ſympathizing ſorrow heard her moan ; 
Firit wip'd the tears that ſtarted in his eyes, 


And then to calm her {cromw thus he tries. 


AIR. 
Tune: What chear my Honeſt meſſmate. 


Ne'er fear my deareſt Molly, 
But I ſhall come again, 
Tho' o'er the foaming ocean, 
| {1] againſt proud Spain: 
From death kind heaven will guard me, 
Anid the dire alarms, 
And fate again reſtore me, 
Unto thy taichful arms. 


Then grieve not I mull leave you, 
"Tis only for a while; 

To England fon I Gall return, 
With h ur ant with ſpoil; 
Then banti #4. rr from thy heart, 
That foe to all a, charms, 
Fo- faite! 1 Mall come again, 
Unto Lit faithful arms. 
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ier ri. 
UN- burnt and ragged, mark'd with: ſears, and 


poor, 


As 


Sce ſoldier Will to England come once more; 
And as he wearv trudg'd from Breet to ſtreet, 


His Molly, 


dearly 197d, he chanc'd to meet ; 


With joy ful arms ſic claſp'd him to her breœaſt. 
And once again her ſoidier thus addreſs'd. 


Tune: 


A I Ro 


No more of my Harriot, 


Gs 


And is my dcar Dilly come home once 2997 n, 
From the terrors of war on the land and the main? 


Still true to thy love, 


mourn), 


tho? 


thy abſence 


I've 


Yet my ſorrows all vaniſh ſince thou art return'd; 
Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, 
hat glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. 


O why are you ſilent, and why heaves that ſigh? 
Why ſuddenly ſtarts the big tear trom vour eve | ? 
I prithec, dear William, thy ſorrows give Oer, 
Since heaven has ſent you to E ugland' once more; 
But come to my arms, and thy tortune declare, 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. 


RECITATEVE 


Chear'd by his Molly's kindne{£, 


Will began 


Fo clear his brow, and re- A” hs the man; 


And while, in lovigg fort, her hand he Prell, 


Lie freely thus his ſentiments expreſs'd. 


Alx 


And 


I'!! fol 
To pa 


B 


Tune: Come, cone, my good & verds, our Flicks 
ie! 46 * 2 ., 


ln vain my dear Muli, v.e fincy in war, 
Such tr! riumph „ fuch glory, and riches there are; 
The clorv we thare from the great to the ſmall, 


Pat as to the riches —'T'he great have 'em all. 


Thouch hard we mul? never enquire or know, 
That ju in the time we thou!.! iirike a bold blow; 
Our conqueſts, our laurels, all E ſo dear, 
Muſt, for what the Lord knows! be reltor d to 

Moniicur. 


But what we can't help, oirl, we needs muſt 
endure, 
And my ſword in its ſcabbard may now reſt 
| ſecure, 
IM follow my trade which my fancy beſt ſuits, 
To patching old ſhoes, or to piccing old boots. 


SONG 57. 
6 us glaſſes my wench, give us wine and 


we'll quench, 
Ihe remembrance of pain and of grief; 
To the winds with ourcare, tor well never deſpair, 
Vnile a bottle can give us relief. 


In our revels and joys we'll forget the proud boy, 
Let Lethe its miracle work; 
For as hollow I find, as the boctle's her mind; 
And her heart is as light as a cork. 
| G 2 Arizans 
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1 
Ariadne the gas, ia deſpair as they fay, 
Fer the bully that left her behind: 
Wou'd have hang d. er nave drown'd, but in 


Bacchus lie jound, 
A ncw lover as conitant as kind. 


Theſe are fables, my dear, but the moral is clear; 
It was wire that her pe ace did reſtore; 
When he left the puocr ial. why ſhe took to her 
olaf-, 


And a e ter remember'd him more. 


—ä — — — OO — 
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By Mr. GzoxcEt Al EXA NDER Srfrv ENS. 
Tune: Tantara- rara Maſks all, 
OME, my ks let to-night be devoted to 
drinking, 


Term s too ſoon to be troubled wich think- 
in 
Inſpired by Bacchus, PI fing to his pralie, 
And crown with a bumper, inſtead of the bays, 
Sing tantara-rara Bucks all. 


From Bacchus our name is, tho” ſore ſay ſrom 
Jore, 
For he was the firit (like a buck) who made lov? 
To a bull for the fake of F urvopa he turns, 


And bequsath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 


Nor: 


* 
-+ +a Dy 


Tis 
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"Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 


The firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
wives ; 

When, for glory the Greel:s round the world us'd 
to roam, 

Lach wite, a true buck, dubb'd her hero at home. 


Had the fon of fair 'Thotis, inſtead of the rene, 
Been plung'd en bead in a kogthcad of wine, 
He'd have maren'd among mortals ſecure from all 

evil, 
A buck, when he's drunk, is a match for the devil. 


But why ſnould the ancients Kill fill up my lays ? 
Tis kt that a mo. ern, a; nodern thould pr aiſe. 
With claret my roty-crown'd tewples Ill 'noint, 
And a health take to him who firit drank a halt- 

Lint, 


Vere grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but 
growing, 
Or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing. 
Nay x ould Pheœabus but drink like an honeſt good 
feliov., 


Like Bacchus, we'd honour h's buckſhip Apollo. 


What gre miſſes, the muſes, to nine mouldy 
Ca: es 5 
Or the tea tablo's 3 to ſplendid full Rlatks ? 
W hat is Pecaius 800d { for ? ” Yes, he ſhall he mine; 
Ill keep him as porter to fy ter my wine. 


In daiiy-deck'd mead:, When the birds whiſtle 


re und, 
How fl ril! is their muſic, how ſimple the ſound * 
Give me a bells tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 


And a good tellow's Ori, Boy, ſix bottles more. 


G 2 Can 


r 


1 


— 
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— 


—— —ͤ— 


11 
Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape, below 
A ſfix-bottle bund, or a {ix-bottle ſhove ? 


Cou'd I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I'd 5 


try. 
Who firit mould give cut, faith, the bottle, or . 
no longer L'l bear it, 
9 one pipe ©t claret ? 
it, and hr „vou'd you 


This tuning and piping 
What's all pipe: of mufic, 
By my foul, bucks, | iove 

Know: 
Drink only as I've done, vou'll all like it too. 


CC TEES 


S NG cg. Tre WINE Vaurrt. 


4. 
1 


Mr. CecrnE ALEXANDER SrEvkERs. 
Tune: Tie Heunas ore all out. 
4 tor what c dan th's world more afford, 


han à or: that wiil joctably fit on my knee, 
And 2 Cellur that's Llentiiul Ror'd. 


(For ENTEDI an, and contented l' be, 


Aly brave by: 


My vault- docr is ape n, defcerd ev'ry gue", 
Broachi that cask, ave, that wine we + i try, 
74S as feet as the l.ps of your love to tne t calle, 

And as bright as her cheek to the eye. 


{a 4 piece of ſlit hoop I wy candle have ſtuck, 

"Twill ig kt us ech bottle to hand!: 
And the four of my glaſo for the purp 

For ] hate 


e 1 rolle, 
that a bumper ſhould land. 


We 


4 
| 


p 


| ot: 


1 
| 
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We are dry where we lit, tho? the 20zing drops 
ſeem 
The moitt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch, mould, cobwebs in Gutiuec taſte 
ſtream, 
Like Hucco work cut out of mols, 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
it my companions among, 
Like gra} de-bleiling Bacchus, the good fellow“ 


And a Sentiment give Or 4 Song. 


god, 


O 


{ charge ipoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient mate patriot- -like bled : 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And mvyf{c't for my Bucks Pl drink dead. 


Sound that PIP, "tis in tune, and thoſe bins are 
Nell ll” d, 
View that heap of Old Hock in the rear ; 
Yon bottles oi Burgundy, fee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my 1 
All glorioui!y r: ing'd | in review, 

When 1 cat my ei es round, 1 conſider my casks L 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


Ko os . 


Like M.cedon's madman my drink I'll enjoy, 1 
In defiance of gravel and gout; 


Who cry'd, when he had no more worlds to 
ſubduc— 


I' weep when my liquor is out. 


When the lamp is brimful, {ce the flame brightly 
{hines, 7 
But „hen wanting moiſture, decays; 1 


1 9 
Repleniſh the lamp of my lite with rich wines, 
Or elle there's an end of my blaze. 
"Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhou'd be ſhed, 
No nic Jacer be cut on my tone. 
But pour on my cotiin a bottle of red, 
And fay, A choc fills: Ry brave bx, 
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SONG 
ThE 


SPINKEISG WHEEL. 
S I ſat at my ſpinn'ng-whee!, 
A bonny lad tliere on Lied b 53 
I kenn'd him round, and 1 1:k'Q him weel ; 
Gued feth he had a bunny eye: 
My Kent New panting gan to feel, 
But it}! Wi tur CG + > 7 TY 15 111. * heel. 


Mo! gra ce full he did ap pcar, 
As he my Prev. nc did dia near, 
A! IC 0. un. 3 addon 7 6s Ger Wait 

He cla b 5 his arms, aud me embrac'd : 
To Kis my * Sy Me d n did kneel, 
AS ET At at ily fpinning; v. heel, 


My milk white hand he did extol, 
And praise d my Rogers lon and fmall, 
And lai, there va 18 13132 . fa 
Tnat ever could with me are: 
Thoſe plcaſing word em heart did feel, 
But hill L tuzuld wy lpiuning- heel. 
1 | 


Com? 


Altho | 


Altho 
Yet h. 
But d! 
Until 
Th. 
But 


As tor 


And © 
He bt 
And g 

My; 


Yet 


Le ſto 
Now! 
But if 
PII le: 
Gut 
But 


He lov 
And f 
Yet ſti 
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LI 
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Then 
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Alcho' I feemingly did chide, 
Yet he would never be den, 'd, 
But did declare his ite the more, 
Until my heart was woune!! by ſore ; 
That I my love chu! re concecal, 
But yet | turn'd my ip Fad pd necl. 


"as 


L 
SW -* 
1 


As for Mt rn, rock and reel, 


And altii tand my (pi nn; Ig he. 1, 
He bid leave them ol! with ſ-ced, 
And gang v. it him 0 vonder mead : 


My P ting heart range flames did feel, 


vet Kiil | taru'd my tbpinaing-Wwhcel. 


He ſtopp'd and gaz'd, and blithly ſaid, 

Now ſpeed the whee!, my bonny maid, 

But if thou'dit to the hay -cock go, 

ll learn thee better work | trow : 
Gued feth, I lik'd him paſſing weel, 


But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning- Wheel. 


He lowly veil'd his bonnet oft, 

And ſweetly Kiſt my lips ſo {oft ; 

Yet ſtill between each honey kils, 

He urg'd me on to farther blitz: 
Till ] reliiile(s fre did wel, | 
Then let alone my ſpinuing-α el. 


among the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bonny lad I lay, 
What daf erer could 15225 
A youth eich ſuch a charming eye? 
The pleuſure I cannot reveal, 
it far ſurpail the ſpinning-wheel. 


5ONG 


[$8.1 
SONG G1. 


By Mr. George AiixavoDtR STEVEN:t. 


From 
UR ſtip is paid off, 8 
J have money enough ; 7 b 
Ard if ſo be that Suſan ſhould like it, [low t 
In a briſk loving gale, V 
To be married we'll fail ; C 
If it ſhall be a bargain, laſs? strike it. And w 
When I frt went on hoard, F 
Why you gave me your word, | B 
That wedlock's point we ſhould weather; Stande 
Then to church let us go, a L 
Come I'll take you in tow, ' A 
And parton ſhail ſplice us together. Pritiſh 
F 
| 0 
Fair fr 
SONG 62. The REVIZw. Ir 
| | I 
av 

LL hail to the king, | 
That in yauth's early ſpring, | T 
Such a pron..:{e of glory Cilplays ; B 
May his race itill extend, Were 
Freedom's cauſe to defend, F. 
And the fame of old England to raiſg. A 
May our Edwards of old, Of his 
And cur Harrys fo bold, 1 

In his iſſue again be renew'd ; 'y 1 
That our fons on the main, From { 
May their empire mainutuin, A 
And conimerce in latety pur ſu'd. U 


Wuh Is in Pe 


1 3 
With many n eur, 
DBchold froin tne war, 
{ The brave leg. of Britein advance: 
| From Mio len th come, 
Sell the wile, beat the drum, 
From Minden tue terror ot France: 
See the brave hardy crew, 
As they pabb in review, 
[ow they ſmiic on the king's royal train 
When theſe their looks fav, 
Ca!l us forth. we obey, 
And we'il fg: a] cur bartics again. 


ws 


From tie gn to the weſt. 
Britt vaicur confelt, 


Standeth groen tne records of fame: 
0 Let \Wiitzmidort's plain, 
' And the borders of Spain. 
Britiſh faith, Britim courage proclaim . 
| From the dangerous tword, 


_ 


Ot oppreſſion reftor d. 
Fair freedom again ſhall d 
In ſatety her wings, 
| Vor protection, \ * ile kings, 
Grateful homage to Britain ſh al pay. 


:tplay; 


| he feats chat were donc, 


By Pi nap s Mad ton, 
Were but tritles do glories like their ; 
For ambition he fought, 
Anu the luſt only fought, 
Of his bivod-thirfty race to appeal 
But Britons more brave, 
1 Drau the ſa ori but to Live, 
From ſaci; trrarts the right of mankind ; 
And the weapon again. 
Þ When their end they ohtain, 
Km | I in peace << the cabbard coalion'd, 


1 
J 
1 
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A full flowing glaſs, 
Now to Granby we Il paſs, 
And to each valiant leader beſide : 
Nor forget the brave crew, 
That with hearts firm and true, 
For their country all danger defy'd : 
Let the drum beat a charge, 
And the nation at large, 
Rend the wide vaulted iky wich their ſong, 
"Till echo the ſound, 
From her grotto rebound, 
And the loud gratulation prolong. 


„ 


SONG 63. By Mr. Lockuax. 
AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 
Your hearts ye fair-ones ! guard; 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 
And play 2 2 trickſter's card : 
With ſtrange delight, poor women they ſight, 
Amuſe, bete. belie: 


Hence, girls! beware look ſnarp take care: 


For men are wond'rous ſly. 


That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms vill take : 

His venal foul is all for gold; 
A crocodile, or inake. 

See his dire thread, this ſpider ſpread, 
To catch the feruale fly; 


Hence, girls! beware look ſharp —ta'ce cars: 


For men are wond'rous ſly. 


A porcupine by rage inſpir'd, 
At nvmphs k- darts his guills : 
A baſili:k by frenzy fir'd, 
His glance by poiſon kills, 


With 


—_ aA 


* 


— . 
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With fraudful arts he ſteals their heart-, 
Then throws the bauhles by: 
Hence, girls! beware —look iharp —tako carry, 
For men are wond'rous iv, 


Was the whole race of men to mes: 
In one wide-ſprendling plain, 

Of conitancyv, of faith to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train: 

To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we might 1 
Hence, girls ! beware—look tlancptake carr; 1 

For men are wend'rous fly. 


SONG 64. SourriitxG New. 


N all mankind's promiſcuous race, ; 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to puriue 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, Cit and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets itill from nature take, 
And what is ready made they make, 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ihall we find a road. 
Thro' diflertation, ſong, or ode, 
To give you ſomething new? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too; 
The papers of the day imply 
No more than that we live and dic, 
And pay tor ſomething new. 
H 
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We ſee alike the woful dearth 
In melanch.ly, or in mirth; 
What then ſhail ladies do? 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
For that is ſomething new. 


-» 


SONG 653. SomeTHhHING New. 


— 


Our ſureſt ſucceſs ſtill attends on what's new, 
Tis novelty pleaſes alike one and all, 

From the high to the low, the great and the ſmall; 
To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſures ſtill true, 
We humbly muſt offer you, ſomething that's new, 


To obtain this great point, tho? often we try, 
Our flower dreſt ſonnets ſoon languiſk and die; 
The ſoft arts of love, and the heroe's due praiſe, 


Have long been worn out, and untit for our lays, 


Yet ſtill as your pleaſure is all we've in view, 
What we offer at preſent, we hope will be new, 


Ye wits and ye critics, ye belles and ye beaux, 
Ye lovers of wine, and ye lovers of cloaths ; 
Ye lovers of women, of tattle, of wit, 
To each, and to all, our ſong is now writ ; 
To pleaſe all alike we endeavour to do, 
And that you'll agree will be new, very new. 


When the wits ceaſe to cenſure the unthinking 
age, 
When b. in praiſe of the moderns engage, 
When fops ceate admiring their dreſs and their 
parts, ; 
When belles ceaſe their ogling and angling for 
hearts, When 


MON all the arts which to pleaſe we purſue, . 


1 1 
When the toper his bottle full ccnte to purſue, 
You all will agree this is new, Ver; new. 


When gameſters grove honc't, and qu 't cards 

and dice, 

When prudes ſhall ccaſe calling of wench'ng a 
vice, 

When tattlers ſha:l ceaſe at cach other to ral, 

And truth, honec truth, hall o'er ſcandal previt; 

When all married folks, to each other are true, 

You will readily cry, this is new, very new. 


When the laugher ſhall ceaſe to be pleas'd wit”. 
a joke, 
When the courage of braggarts ſhall ceaſe to g= 
ſmoke, 
When miſers forget their old hoards to increaſe, 
When party and rage, thro” the nation ſhall ceaſe, 
When all this ſhall happen, I doubt not but you, 
Will ftrait clap your hands, and allow this is new. 


—— WW. 


— 


SONG 66, 


The SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, a Cantata. 
By Mr. GzorGe ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Shepherd. RrecitaTive. 
"TX morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 


To view creation crown the earth. 


A 1k. 


Come, my Lucy, come away, 
Share with me this ſun-ſhine day ; 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away, 
I 2 <Spebherdeſss 


1 


Cee ferdeſs. Rretrartur. 
Ah! ! help me, ſhepherd, do but fee, 


I'm ttung this moment by a bee. 


8 hep Mord. A 18. 


It you from a wound that's fo ſmall feel a pain, 
Then think what you give to 2 true-loving twain, 
Vhen ſcornful vou fly from his prov 18: 
A bee's ſingle ling but a little while ſmarte, 
But wounds for years feiter in fond ſhepherds 
hcarts, 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs, 


Eh berde/s. 
Ah ! ſhepherd, ah ! ſhepherd, mankind, like the 
bee, 
Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee ; 
And when the believing fo l'd maid, 
O'ercome by their arts, 
filing ; 
At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing, 
And laughing he leaves her betray'd. 


Thepherd, REciTaTiVE. 


Then fix me at once tor the reſt of my life, 
And from ſhepherd and iats, let's be man and 
wite. 


Shepherdc/+. Al R. 


Maids well ould beware ere to that they conſent 
Thoſe in halle to be marry'd, at leiſure repent; 
We ſhould loch cre we leap tis a lott'ry for lite, 


| 


teels the force of love's f 


1 


Where the blanks arc all drawn hy a man and hi 


watt. 


5 hephera. 


in, 
lin, 
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Shepherd. 


Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch mi: fortunes 
may prove, love; 

But we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for 

And ſince friendihip's the prize in thelott”ry for life, 

We ſhall ſtand the belt chance when we're made 
man and wife. 


Shepherdeſs. 


Shall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ; 

To my children a ſlave, by my huſband be fooPd ; 
The day ſpend in trouble, the nigkt waſte in ſtrife? 
This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 


Shepherd. 


Wea wife take, *tis ſaid e'er for better or worſe ; 
Marriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 
Let us ſhew, by example, the bleſſings of life 

Can only be found in a man and his wife. 


Shepherde/s. 


But ſee the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
And nibbling flocks riſing, repair to their fold; 
Let's homeward repair 


Both, 


— And to end further ſtrife, 
To-morrow, my dear, we'll be made man ard 
wife. 


18 
SONG 67. On the MarrioGt AC. 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakecneſ; 
hide: > | 
The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without mittrets or Wife. 


In good days of yore they neter troubl: d their heads 
In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds ; 
But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
E'cn took cue another, for better, tor worte. 


Then prithee, dcar Chloe, nc'er aim to be great; 
Let love be thy jointure; ne er mind an eftute : 
You can ne: er be cor, he have all thote charms ; 
Aud I ſhall be rich, when I've „ou in my arms. 


1 


SQ .N & 63 
Ox FrItNDSHILP. 


IIE werid, my dear Myra, is full-of deceit, 
And aire. ajewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How trange 0s itieem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource cf content is fo rare to be found ? 
O, tciendilup ! thou balm, and rich ſweet'ner of 
life; . 
Kind parent of ele, and co poſer of ftrife ; 
Without then, alas ! v ar are riches and pow r, 
But empty d-;uiicn, the joys of an hour ? 


How much to be pri ang efteem's is a friend, 
On whom we may alsgys with ſafety depend? 
Our 
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Our jcys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And grief, when divided, are hufh'd into peace: 
Whcn fortune is ſmiling what crowds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere 
Yet cnantze but the proſpect, and point ou: dittreſs, 
No longer to court you they eng rly preis. 


—ů z: „ — — - 


8 0 N (3 69. Jux Ee 
ARK ! iti the woodlark's note, he fecls the 
{ 


un, 

And in full ole his mattins has begun, 
With kin ee hunct 41d the blackbigd vie, 
Who («cw mal fat the ſum ener y; 
From bam to huch the jcalouſv, like fre, 
Seems do entame tt eumvertal char, 

jo nt is the chorus, feet the ſerenade, 
Sweet vocal nseds no indrumental aid. 


Now fac tlic udders of the miiky kine, 
Now wen, et: en erape on the tender vine; 


* 
Like: e Wrmberries of red and white 
The gern Wo ting ee ms charm the light ; 
Blended as in the rains Dou, various does 


O: flowers unco TIES Irink the morning de ws: 
Acanthus, hvacinth, and crecus meet 
To make voung June rich ſandals tor her feet. 


With backward pace a ſea-crab leads the way, 
As if it ed tue fond puriuit of May; 


ut! 


Muy is gone, and leaves to buxom June 
W] hat! le had rear'd, wich nicer care * prune; 
With auima ting heat to warm the ſeed, 

And of enen plant the tender roots to God 
Taus month to month ſucceflive recommends 
Tae growth of Natwe to promete her ends; 


Give 
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Give to cach other's hands the forming care, 


Fra] nuary binds with nipping air, 

N xt beb;uary leys the earth in ſnows, 

An. March reitrains them as his tempeſt blows= 
With wilder aipect April tends his ſhower, 

And May's warm ſun awakes herb, tree and flower, 
Till warmer ſuns, with brighter June combine 
To aid young Nature in her great deiion. 


SONG 70. 
The REcanTaTion. A favourite CAN TATA 


RECiTATIVS. 


HE kind appointment Czlia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour : 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, 
Wich rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And vented thus his paſſien. 


AR. j 


To all the ſex deceitful 


A long and laſt adieu, | 


Since women prove ungrateful 

As long as men prove true. 
The pains they give are mar.y, 

And, Ob! too hard to bear; | 
The joys they give—ii any, | | 
Fe, ſhort, ard infincere. 


REcirATiv! | 


Ta. 


vt | 


„ 
ReciraTivt. 


Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reactk'd the culm retreat; 
With model bluſh the herg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy fret. 
The ſhepherd, from each doubt rrleas'd, 
His joy could not reltrain, 
But. as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing rain. 
Alx. 
How engag ing, how endearing, 
Is a lo. er's pain und care Si 
And what io, tae nymph's appearing 
Atter abicnce or detpar ! 
Women wile increaſe deſiring 
By contriving kind delays; 
And, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean is—more to pleaſe. 


SONG 71. Suuurs. 


AIL, gentle Summer to this iſle! 
Where nature's faireit beauties ſmile, 
And breathe in every plain; 
"Tis thine to bid each flow'r diſplay, 
And Open to the eye of day 
The glories of its reign. 


While yon few ſheep enjoy the breeze, 
That ſoftly dies upon the trees, 
:\ndreit beneath the ibale ; 
This pipe, which Damon gave, ſhall raiſc 
its rural notes 90 ling. thy praite, 
And aſ the mule? id. 
Diana's 


- "=. 


18 


Diana's ear ſhall catch the ſound, 


And all the nymphs that ſport around ay 
The vale, or upland lawn; = 
The nymphs, that o'er the mountain's brow, — 
Purſue the lightly-bounding roe, | 5 
Or chaſe the flying fawn. 
Let no 
Even now, perchance, ſome cool retreat And 
Defends the lovely train from heat, All be; 
And Phabus' noon-tide beam; Our 
Perchance, they twine the flowery crown Obſery 
On beds of roſes, ſoft as down, : He | 
Beſide the winding ſtream. * e 
is 
Delightful ſeaſon ! every mead | 
With thy fair robe of plenty ſpread, re mul 
To thee that plerty owes ; She üg! 
The laughing fields with joy declare, And th 
And whiſper all in reaſon's ear, = x 
From w hence that plenty flows. | Says ſay 
7 
Happy the man, whoſe veſſel glides, + But mit 
Safe and unhurt by paſſion's tides, "Tis 
Nor courts the guits of praiſe ! 
He ſails with even, ſteady pace, | No mor 
While virtue's full blown beauties grace "Ones 
The ſummer of his days. | Believe 
The 
1 — | As thro 
| | Wee 
SONG 72. But be | 
"Tis | 


E belles, and beaux, attend my ſong, 
Fll tell you ſomething new ; | 
Perhaps yow'll mile and think me wrong, | 
Tho' ſtrange you'll find it true: 


195 J 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
"Twas wiſdom bore the prize; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 
'Tis folly to be wite. 


Let no grave Cynic take offence, 
And think we too unkind ; 

All beaſt ©! ,s but pretence, 
Our patlior.s nice us blind 

Obſerve, at churca, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; 

Yet o'er his bottle, at a teau, 
'Tis folly to be wie. 


Ere miſs full fifreen years has run, 
She ſighs and hiuks of love; 
And tho' ſhe's ture to be undone, 
She will the paſſion prove : 
| Says ſage mamma to pert miſs prue, 
Be cha:iity your prize; 
+ But miſs declares, when men purſue, 
"Tis folly to be wiſe. 


No more thoſe muſty rules purſue, 
Once taught in heathen ſchools ; 


| Believe me, for 1 tell you true, 
The ancients were but fools : 
— | As thro' life's ſtream we glide along, 


| 


We diff”rent paſſions prize; 
But be the burthen of my ſong, 
"Tis folly to be wiſe. 


| SONG 


E virgins attend, believe me vour friend, 
And wich pradence adhere to my plan; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, there goes an old maid, 
But get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


As ſoon as you find your hearts are inclin'd, 
To beat quick at the fight of a man, 

Then chooſe out a youth, with honour and truth, 
And get marry'd as fait as you can. 

For age, like a cloud, your charms will ſoon ſhroud, | 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 

Then maids make your hay, while Sol darts his 15 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. | 


The treacherous rake, will artfully take, 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan ; 
But baffle the ſnare, make virtue, your care, | 

And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands have join'd both you! 
hands, 
The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings that jealouſy bringe, 
But be conſtant and bleſt while you can. 


— 


SONG 74. 


HEN I was a girl I had often heard tell, 
Of the ſweets and fours of marriage: | 

But I was determin'd perchance it e'er fell, 
To venture good luck or miſcarriage, 


1 
It happen'd that cnce an acquaintance of mine, 
By tree conſent ct her mother, 
A pretty young fellow in wedlock did join, 
| with'd for jult ſuch another. 


| 


So happy they ſeem'd and fo pleaſant they were, 
I vow'd l'd he married and ſoon, 

For I thought I wou'd ſacrince all I declare, 

| Tho” 'twere, but for the honey moon. 


Perhaps you may call me pert forward bold thing, 

th, And your noſes turn up with a ſoft, 

But none of you all tho' you flounce and you fling, 
Of a hutband would c'er declare off. 


But bleſt be the fates the day and the hour, 
| That Corydon brought to my 1ight ; 

'" His ſenſe and good naturc's a kingdom and dow'r, 
My Corydon's all my delight. 


In words fewer words than lovers oft ſay, 
To church we conſented to go, 
| With pleaſure I promis'd to love and obey, 
I with ev'ry one would do ſo. 


Long courtſhips believe me—are nothing but 
Your angels and diamonds a jeſt, { wind, 
For always [ think if | ſpeak out my mind, 
Few words to a bargain are belt. 


you: 


nu — TIT 


And now my whole care's to pleaſe my dear mate, 
* No jarring nor brawling we know, 
No argument holding of this and of that, 

But fonder and fonder we grow. 


all Hail wedlock—bleſt ftate—where each can agree. 
; But wofu! to thoſe who've miſcarried, 
: | But I with my Corydon, live as if free, 

Sing bleſt be the day that J married. 


1 [ SONG A 


1 98 J 
SON G 75. 
On the Ciatus of Love. 
By Mr. GrorGr Al rJaN DER STEVENS, 


ET him, fond of fibbing, invoke whom he 
chuſes, 

Fine golden lock'd Pkabus, or mifles the muſes ; 

Or ſome name in the claſſical kingdom of letters, 

Poets oiten are apt to make free with their betters. 

Derry down, down, hey derry duaun. 


But I ſcorn to fay aught, ſave the thing which 
is true, 
No beauties I'Il plunder, yet give mine her due; 
She has charms upon charms, fuch as few people 
may view, 
She has charms 
for the ague. 


for the tooth-ach, and cke 


Her lips, ſhe has two, and her teeth they are 
white, 
And hut ſhe puts into her mouth they can bite; 
Elack and all black her eyes are, and ſprighitly 
they ſprrk ; 
Yet they're fut when ſhe ſleeps, and ſhe's blind 
in the da- K. 


Fer wat? is form —ÞIV not waſte words about it, 
I. er hone is then it, her a; s ale without it; 
Ie views ts 1% peir'd, two ſuch breatis when 

Vou ee, : 
eur wat 10 woman yet born e'er had 
ice. 


Ycu i; 
Her 


| 
| 
| 


0 


2 — 


— — 


| 
| 
| 
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Her ears from her chcel.z equal diſtance are 
bearing. | 

»Cauſe euch thde her head ſhould go partners in 
hearing 3 

Theo {il of her neck's the downfal of beholders, 

Love tumbles them in by the head and the 
ſuoulders. 


Her legs are proportion'd to bear what they've 
curry'd, 
And equally pair'd as if happily marry'd ; 
Yet wedlock will ſometimes the beſt friends divide, 
By her ſpouſe thus they're ferv'd, when he throws 
them aſide. 


Not :60 ſhort, nor too tall, but L' venture to 
fay 
She's a very good ſize, in the middling way; 
She's, ay, that ſhe is, ſhe is all but I'm wrong, 
Her all I can't ſay, cauſe I've ſung all my ſong. 


— — — 


SONG 76. SUMMER : a rural Sons, 


7 HERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove 
ot tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, 


Codifturb'Q by all found but the fighs of the 


brecze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon cf the day. 


When the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward inclines, 
Vor the .meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

And fee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines 
On the face of ſome river or lake, 


12 Where 


3 7 
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Where my taireſt and J, on its verge as we paſs, 
(For 'tis ſhe that mult iti]l be my theme,) 
Our two ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſh ace at play in the ſtream. 


May the herds ceaſe to lowe, and the lambkins 
do bleat, 
When the ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain; 
Al be lent, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The «ind words, and ſu cet founds back again, 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ftray, 
Let the moon's filver beams thro? the leaves give 
us light, 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 


Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 

And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 
But of friendſhip 1mprov'd into love. 


Thus inchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms. 


_— — 


SONG 77, WINTER; a paſtors) Baird, 
HEN che trees arc all bare, not a leaf to 
ve ſcen, 

And the meadows tiieir beauty have ioft ; 
When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
Areame ar: ut bound with the frof : 

While 


| 


« \ 


| 


' 


| 


f 
ö 
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While the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhivering with 
cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flocks run for cafe to their fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow : 


In the yard when the cattle arc fodder'd with 
rau, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam; 
And the neat looking dairv-maid fees ſhe muſt 
thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream : 
When the {ſweet country maiden, as freth as a roſe, 
1 As the carelelly trips often flides ; 
And che ruitics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſows 
a All the charms that her modeſty hides: 


—— — 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
| In a crowd round the embers are met ; 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of gholts, til! they're all in a ſweat : 
When the birds to the barn come hovering for 
food, ; 
Or they filently fit on the ſpray ; 
And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Lelt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom | love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
| [ may thither in ſafety retire ! 
| Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from 
ſurprize, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure ; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


| 13 SONG 
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SONG 78. Pomona: a Paſtoral. 


By Mr. J. CON NIN GHAUN 


ROM orchards of ample extent, 
Pomona's compell'd to depart ; 
And thus, as in anguith the went, 


The goddeſs unburthen'd her heart: 


Jo flouriſh where liberty reigns, 

Was all my fond wiſhes requir' , 
And here I agreed with the ſwains, 

„To hve till their freedom expir'd. 


Of late you have number'd my trees, 
And thrcaten'd to limit my ſtore : 

« Alas from ſuch maxims as theſe, 
I fear that your freedom's no mote. 


My flight will be fatal to May : 
« For how can her gardens be fine? 
The bloſſoms are doom'd to decay, 


„The bloſſoms, I mean that were mine 


-+ Rich Autumn remembers me well : 
„% My truitage was fair to behold ! 

* My pcars !— how I ripen'd their ſwell ? 
„% My pippins ! were pip pins of gold! 


Let Ceres drudge on with her ploeghs ! 
« She droops as ſhe turrows the toll ; 

«« A neciar[ thake from my buughs, 
+ A nectar that .oft. ns my toil. 


When Baschus began to repine, 
«© With raticrce 1 bore his abuſe ; 


Roll i 


Till; 


So are 


All be 


Down 
Up al 
Sn! Kt 
Ali pi 
Nou: o] 
Shams 
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« He ſaid that I plunder'd the vine, 
« He ſaid that I pilfer'd his juice. 


| % know the proud drunkard denies * 
«+ That trees of my culture ſhould grow : | 

«« Burt let not the traitor adviſe : 
He comes from the climes of your foe. * 


« Alas! in your ſilenee I read 

„The {entence I'm doom'd to deplore : 
% »Tis plain toe great Pan has decreed, 

« My orchard ſhall flouriſh no more.” 


The Goddeſs flew off in defpair ; 
As all her ſweet honours declin'd : 
And plenty and pleaſure declare, 
They'll loiter no longer behind. 


— 


SONG 79. The Foxcs of Love. 


| | By Mr. ABRaHam COWLEY., 


1 an apple up a hill, 
Down the apple tumbles ſtill; 


Roll it down it never tops, 
ill within the vale it drops: 
Gos are all things prone to love, 
All below, aud all above. 


Down the mountain ws the ſtream, 
Up abends the lambent dame; 

MW -Ke and Vapcur mount the ſkies, 
1 Ali preſerve they unities; 

Nought below, and nuught above, 
SECS avei 2, but prone to love. 


le Stop 


| 
| 
| 


Stop the meteor in its flight, 
Or the orient rays of li 
Bid Dan Fiacbus not to ſhine; 
Bid the planet not incline; 
"Tis as vain below, above, 

To impede the churſe of love. 


Salamanders live in fre, 
Eagles to the Kies aſpire; 
Diamonds in their quarries lie, 
Rivers do the ſea ſupply : 
Thus appears, below, above, 

A propentity to love. 


Metals grow within the mine, 
Luſcious grapes upon the vine; 
Still the needle marks the pole, 
Parts are equal to the whole 
Tis a truth as clear, that love 


Quickens all below, above, 


Man is born to live and die, 
Snakes to creep, and birds to fly; 
Fiſhes in the water ſwim, 

Doves are mild, and lions grim; 
Nature thus below, above, 
Puihes all things on to love. 


— — —— -_e 


Does the cedar love the mountain: 
Or the thirſly deer the fountain? 
Does the thepherd love his crook? 
Or the willow court the brook ? 
Thus by nature all things move, 
Like a runaing ſtream, to love. 


Is the valiant hero bold? 
Docs the miſer doat on gold ? 


Seck 

Breat 
Shou! 
Natul 


1 108 J 
Seck the birds in ſpring to pair? 
Breathes the roſ--bud ſcented air? 
Should von this deny, you'll prove 
Nature is averſe to love. 


As the wencher loves a laſs, 
As the top loves his glaſs, 
As the friw loves his cow), 

Or the miller loves the toll, 
go do all, below, above, 
Fly precipitate to love. 


When young maidens courtſhip ſhun, 
When the moon out ſhines the ſun, 
When the tygers lambs beget, 

When the ſnow 1s black as jet, 
When the planets ceaſe to move, 


Then ſhall nature ceaſe to love. 


— 


SONG $0. Tur SHErmtERD's InNviTAaTION. 
By Mr. CHRISTOPHER MarLiow. 


OME live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſure prove, 
Of hills and valleys, dales and fields, 


And all the craggy mountain yields. 


There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And fee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 


11 


A cap of flowers, and a kirtle And P 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrile, The re 
A gown, male of the fincil wool The 
Which trom our pretty lambs we pull, To wa 
S'ipners lin'd choicely for the cold, A hon 
ich buckles of the pwreti gold. Js fanc. 
A belt of firaw, and ivy buds, Thy 
Wich coral claſps, and amber ituds ; Thy ca 
Ard if theſe pleaſures may thee move, Soon bi 
Come live with me, and be my love. In folly 
Thy filver diſhes for thy meat, Thy 
As precious as the gods do cat, Thy co 
Shall on an ivory table, be All thet 
Prepar'd cach day tor thee and me. To com 
The ſhepherd-ſwains ſhall dance and fing | What 
For thy delight each May-morning : Of bette 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, Theſe a 
Then live with me, and be my love. | Which ( 
— But c. 
Had joy 
SONG 87. Tur Nymen's AxswzX. ; Then th 
Jo live 
By Sir WaLl TEN RawLEiGH. 

F all the world in love were young, 
? 
L And truth on every ſhepherd's tongue, SON 

1 heſe plett) pleaſures might me move 

To live with thee, and te thy love. OM 
| An 
But time drives focks from field to fold I plains 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, era 

And | 
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And Philomel becometh dumb, 
The reft complain ot cates to come. 


The flowers that bloom in wanton ficld 
To wayward winter's beck ning yield; 
A honcv-tong ue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's ipring, but 1orro..'s ta.l. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes. thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy Kirtle, and thy polies, 
Soon break. ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in realon rotten. 


Thy belt of raw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clatps, and amber fiuds, 
All thete in me no mind can move 
To come to thee, aad be thy love. 


What ſhould we talk of 3 then, 
| Of better meat than's fit for men? 
Theſe are but vain ; that's only good 
| Which God hath bleſt, and ſent for food. 
— hut could vouth! all, and love ftill breed, 
Had j > joy no date, and ave no need, 
Then theſe delighis my "wind might move 
Io live with thee, and be thy love. 


SONG 82. In Imitation of MarxLow. 


OME, live with me, and be my dear, 
And we will revel all the year, 
In plains and groves, on hills and dales, 
Vhersracrant air brecds tweetelt gales. 
ind There 
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There ſhall you have the beauteous pine, 


The cedar, and the ſpreading vine, 
And all the woods to be a ſcteen, 
Leſt Phobus kiſs my ſummer's green, 


The ſeat of your diſport ſhall be 
Over ſome river in a tree, 
Where filver ſands and pebbles ſing, 
Eternal ditties to the ſpring. 


There ſhall you ſee the nymphs at play, 


And how the ſatyrs ſpend the day ; 
The fiſhes gliding on the ſands, 
Offering their bellies to your hands. 


The birds, with heavenly-tuned throats, 
Poſſeſs wood's echo with ſweet notes, 
Which to your ſenſes will impart 

A muſic to enflame the heart. 


Upon the bare and leafleſs oak, 
The ring-dove's wooings will 1 
A colder blood than you poſſeſs 
To play with me, and do no leſs. 


In bowers of laurel, trimly dight, 
We will outwear the ſilent night, 
While Flora buſy is to ſpread 
Her richeſt treaſure on her bed. 


Ten thouſand glow- worms ſhall attend, 
And all their ſparkling lights ſhall ſpend, 


All to adorn and beautify 
Your lodging with more majeſty. 


Then in my arms will I inclofe 
| Lily's fair mixture with the roſe ; 


Whoſ- 
Shall 


Thi 


ln ſpo 


The n 
Shall 


If t. 
Your | 
Then 
And v 


ieh } 


Whoſe nice perfections in love's play 
Shall tune me to the higheſt key. 


Thus as we paſs the welcome n ght, 
In ſportful pleaſure and delight, 

The nimble fairics on tae grounds 

Shall dance, and ſing melodious founds. 


If theſe may ſerve for to entice 
Your preſence to love's paradiſe, 
Then come with me, and be my dear, 
And we will ſtrait begin the year. 


SONG 83. The Barr. 
Another imitation of Max Low. 


By Dr. Do x x E. 


OME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will ſome new pleaſures prove, 
Of golden ſands and cryſtal brooks, 
With ſilken lines, and ſlender hooks. 


There will the river whiſp'ring run, 
More, by thy eyes warm'd, than the ſun ; 
And there th' enamour'd fiſh will ſtay, 
Begging themſelves they may betray. 


When thou wilt ſport in that live bath, 
Each native, which the current hath, 
Moſt amorouſly to thee will ſwim, 

To catch thee gladder than thou him. 
ae © | 


ole | 
| 
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If thou, to be ſo ſeen, art loth, 
By ſun or moon thou darken' d both, 
And if my eyes have leave to ſee, 
Their light I need not, having thee. 


Let others freeze with angling reeds, 
And cut their legs with ſhells and weed, 
Or treach'rouſly poor fiſh beſet, 8 
Wich ſtrangling ſnares, or windowy net. 


Let coarſe bold hands, from ſlimy neſt, 
The bedded trout in banks out-wreit. 
Let curious traitors mimick flies, 

To *witch poor wand'ring fiſhes eyes. 


For thee, thou need'ſt not ſuch deceit, 
For thou thyſelf art thine own bait : 
That fiſh that is not caught thereby, 
Alas ! is wiſer far, than J. 


pO WEI 


SONG 84. JENNI PorTits. 
By Mr. Georce ALEXANDER STEVENS, 
Tune: When I was a young one. 


E crambo companions, who love-ſongs | 
renearie, | 
In ioincthing between common ſenſe, proſe and 
verie, 
Your jingie, your jargon, your fiction forbear, 
Attend truth's deicription of jenny Poitier, 


One morn ſome choice ſpirits in holy-day 
mirth, ; 
By Fancy invited aſſembled on earth; Wit 


id 


7 


E 


Wit promis'd, it ſeems, ere they quitted the air, 
He would make up the party with Jenny Poitier. 


In pieaſure's pavilion *twas fix'd they ſhould 
mret, 
Buck Bacchus would butler be, Plenty would 
treat; | 
Their hoſteſs Delight for the deſert took care, 
So gave Cenius a card to bring Jenny Poitier, 


Love gaz'd as the gracefu! ſwam dancing along; 
Humour whiſper'd to Harmony—encore her ſong; 
Admiration endeavour'd his joy to declare; 

Taſte joy ouſly toaſted ſmart Jenny Poitier, 


Judgment er amour'd mo? rapturous kiſs'd her; 
Merit acknowlecsg'd the lady her lifter ;; 
Nem. Con 'twas atlowd by tne company there, 
They all were related to Jenny Poitier. 


Come Sulhivan—h:ld, Fl not borrow from art, 
Her picture is pencil'd, and ſet in mv heart; 
But figure -u hat's that? To perfections fo rare, 
As the dance, ſong, and ſpirit cf lenny Poitier. 


— 


SONG 85. Cori and Luc. 


N the banks of that cryiail:ne ſtream, 
Where Thames oft his current delays ! 
And charms, more than poets can dream, 
In his Richmond's, brigat villa ſurveys.“ 
Fair Lucy, of all the gay throng, 
The faire't that Britain has teen ! 
Now Grew every village along. 
From the Cay ſhe firit danc'd on the green. 
„ Ah! 


Ah! boaſt not cf beauty's fond power, 
For ſhort is the triumph, ve fair! 

Not fleeter the bloom of cach flower; 
And hope i but git ed deſpair. 

His dere cach fan now behold, 
By riches ende urs to prove! 

But Lucy, ſtill cries, what is gold, 
Or wealth when compur'd to his love; 


No Colin ! together we'll wield 
Our lickles in {ſummer's bright day; 
Together we'll leaze o'er the feld; 
And imile all our labours away 
In winter Pl] winnow the wheat 


As it falls, from your flail, on the ground: 


That flail will be muſic, as ſweet 


hen your voice in the labour is drown'd. 


How oft would he ſpeak of his bliſs ? 

How oft w®ald he call her his maid ? 
And Colin would ſeal, with a kiſs, 

Every promiſe and vow which he made. 
But hark ! o'er the graſs-leævel land, 

The village bells ſound on the plain“ 
Falſe Colin this morn gave his hand; 

And Lucy's fond tears are in vain ! 


Sad Lucy too ioon heard the tale; 
Too ſoon the ſad cauſe the was told 
Phat his was a nymph of the vale, 
That he brek his fond promiſe for poi a 
As ne Wald i. the margin fo green, 
That ageris Tams“ fowery tide ; 
tow oft was £2 .unginfing feen - 
Howe venue mne 


3 . 
date 8 


—— —— 


— 
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By the c ear mirror then as ſhe ſat, 

That rel-cted horteltf and the mea ; 
A-wivle (he bewail'd her ſad fate! 

And the green turf it:j] pitlow'd her head. 
There! tnere ! is it Lucy | ice r 

"Tis Lucy the loit undone maid ! 
Ah! no, tis ſome Lucy like me, 

Some hapleſs young virgin vetray'd. 


Like me, fac has forrow'd and wept; 
Like me, ſhe has fondly believ'd ; 
Like me, her true promile ſhe kept, 
And like me to» is filfely deceiv'd ! 
come, dear companion in griet! 
Gay ſcenes and fond pieaſures adieu ! 
I come, and we'll gather relief ; 
From boſoms ſo chaiie and fo true. 


Like you! I have mourn'd the long night; 
And wept out the day in deſpair! 
Like you ! I have baniſh'd delight; 
And botom'd a friend in my care. 
Ye meadows, fo lovely, farewell!“ 
Your velvet Hill Colin thall tread, 
All deaf to the ſound f that knell, 
Which tolls for his Lucy when dead! 


Your win will too fure be obey'd ! 

Nor Colin her lots ſhall bemoan : 
Soon, ſoon ſhall poor Lucy be laid, 

Where her heart ſhall be cold as your own. 
Then claſp'd in the arms of that fair, 

Whoſe wealth has been Lucy's ſad fate! 
As together you breathe the free air, 

And a thouſand dear pleaſures relate: 
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: chance, o'er my turf as you trend, 
You dare :o aflect a fond ſigh! 

The primroſe will ſetink its pale head; 
And the violet lunguiſh and die. 

Scarce echo had gather'd the found, 


But the plung'd from her grats-ipringing bed; 


tore lyuid fream parts to the ground; 
And the narror clos'd Over her head. 


Tre 1wains {the village at eve 
Ofc mee: at the dark ſpreading yew ; 
'Cacre, wonder how man could deccive 
A boſom fo chaite and fo true 
Vith garlands of every flower, 
Which Lucy herſelf ſhould have made, 
They raiſe up a ſhort-living bower, 
And ſighing! cry, peace to her ſhade! 


Then, aand lock d in hand, as they move 
1 he green-platting hillock around; 
They talk of tad Lucy, and love! 
And treſhen with tears the fair ground. 
Kav! with they had never been burn, 
Or I'd the fad moment to view! 
When a Colin could thus be forſworn ; 
And a Lucy «oc! $3 be fo true! 


aſe 


— 


— 
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SONG $5 Huu-Buc. 


By Mr. Groot ALEXANDER SrRvr s. 


* 


Tune : J medley of mor: ali. 


HAT life is a joke, Johnny Gay has expreſs'd, 
Come on then! Let us make the moſt of 
a je:t ; 
In this world's great journey, all mortals are 
jogging, 
Where ſome are hum-bug'd, and ſome others 
hum buging, | 
Sing tantara-rara hum-bug hum-bug, 
Sing tantara-rara hum-bug, 


The courtier puts on a political face, 
And obliging familiarly leers on his grace, 
Then cries, I'm your friend, fir, depend on my 
word, i | | 
But if you depend, you're hum-bug'd, Iy the Lord. 


Tho' in public, the prude wears the graveft 
grimace, 


Yet, in tecr2t ſhe'll open her arms to embrace, 


And then honeſtly owns, as her fellow ſhe'll hug, 
That life, without loving, ks all a hum-bug. 


When the huſband will melt at his wanton 
wife's tears: 

When the virgin will pity her flatterer's prayers ; 

When the love of a wh-r- is helicv'd by her cully ; 

All three are in juilice huin-bu,'d for their folly. 


When pretty mit rus in the faſhion's parade, 
So pria the appeArs, wat z du dd fear ſhe's a maid; 
But 
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But, when wei, aſk her fuſe, and he'll anſwer 
vou glum, | 
That her maideunead, pſha ! it was only a hum, 


From mother to daughter this hum-bug is gone, | 
Women «ver for wedlock vote mine cen; | 
So wedlock and hum bug alike we may call, 
"i nat's right, ſays the parſon, Vil hum-bug you all. 


Let me tell you that life's no more than a 

trouble, j 

Each pleaſure at beſt but a hum-buging bubble; 

But hold, I've forgot what I thought to be at, 
So my bumper III drink; there's no hum- bug 

in that. N 


SONG 87. Corynon : a Paſtoral. 
To the memory of WiLL1am SHENSTOXE, Efq; 


By Mr. J. Cunx1NnGHam. 


OME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, | 
We'll fee our lov'd Corydon laid: | 

Tho” forrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yet let a ſad tribute be paid. 

They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind! 

He mark'd on his elegant ſtrain 

T he graces that glow'd in his mind, 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd his thyme for the = 

But never wou'd rifle their cell. 


— 


Ye | 


TI 


q; 


Ye 


| 


L 


ve lambkins that play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat and vour mailer hemoan ; 
His muſic was artleſs and tweet, 
His manners as mild as your own. 


No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets, of the foreſt thall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year. 
No birds in our kedges ſhall ſing, 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 
Since he that thould welcome the ſpring, 
Can greet the gay ſeaſun no more, 


His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 
And poets came round in a mou ; 
They liſten'd they envy'd his lays, 
But which of them equal'd his ſong ? 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral {train ; 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus let me break it in twain. 


8 0 NG 88. Moxrxixc. By the ſmae. 


N the barn the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to partlet perch'd on high, 
Briſkly crows, (the fhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 


Swiſtly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire : 

And the peepipg ſun- beam, now, 
Paints with gold the village ſpire, 


Philomel 
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Philomel forſakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where the prates at night ; 
And the Lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight. 


From the lov--roof 'd cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring Swallow {pring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge, 

Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing, 


Now the pine tree's waving top, 
Gently greets the morning galc : 

Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Dailies, on the dewy dale. 


From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, 
(Reſtleſs t:1] her taſk be done) 

Now the buty Bce's employ'd 
Sipping dew betore the ſur, 


Trickiing through the crevic'd rock, 
Were the limpid ſtream deſtills, 

Sweet refreſhment waits the flock 
When tis ſun-drove {rom the hills. 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(E're the harveit hopes are ripe) 
Ar:x1ous ; — whil.! the hunttmen's horn, 
Boldly founding, drowns his pipe. 


Sweet—OQO ſv.eet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd tpray ! 
Nature's univertal ſong 
Echos to the riſing Cay, 


Per 
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SONG 89. Noox. By the ſame, 
ERVID on the glitt'ring flood, 


Now the pont, radiarice glows : 
Drooping oer 1ts in! bud, 
Not a dew-dro7's ie: the roſe. 


By the brook th. Nivepnert tings, 
From the nerce merit. heat, 
Shelter'd, by the Hh anciu ve pincs, 

Pendant o'er his grait, fat, 


Now the flock forfakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd tne ſun-beams fall; 
Sure to find a pl ating thde 
By the wy'd abbey wall. 


Echo in her wry round, 
O'er the river, rock and hill, 
Cannot catch a tingle found, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 


Cattle court the ze bers bland, 
Where the ttreanile: wandets cool; 


Or with languid ulevec itand 


Midway in the marihy pool. 


But from mountain, dell, or ſtream, 
Not a fliutt'ring ze, hyr ſpr-nys : 

Feartul leit the noontide beam 
Scorch its ſoft, its alsen wings. 


Not a leaf has leave to ſtir, 
Nature's tull/u—ſcrcene—and Rill ! 
Quiet &'en the ſhepherd's cur, 
Sleeping on ihe heath-clad nill, | 
Languid 


11 
Languid is the landſcape round, 
Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 
| Raiſes ev'ry fainting flower. 


Now the hill the hedge—1s green, 
Now the warblers* throats in tune; 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 


Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! 


SONG go. Evexirc. By the ſame. 


ER the heath the heifer ſtrays 
O Free; - (the furrow'd taſk is done) 
Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Now he ſets behind the hill, 

Sinking from a golden ſky : 
Can the pencil's mimic ſkill, 

Copy the refulgent dye ? 


Trudging as the plowmen go, 
(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant-like their ſhadows grow, 
Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads, 
Shelter, for the lordy dome ! 

To their high-built airy beds, 

See the rooks returning home 


As the Lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the evening loud ; 


k 
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| Mark the mild re ſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 
Now the hermit Owlet peeps 

From the barn, or twwiited brake; 
And the blue mitt flowiy creeps, 
Curling on the {flver labs. 


As the Tront in ſpeckled pride, 
Playzul From its hoſom ſprings ; 
To the banks, a rufiled tide 
— Verges in ſucceſſive rings. 
: Tripping througa the ſilken grats, 
O'er the path-divided dale, 
Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs 
With her well-pois'd mil ing pail, 


\ Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 
And the Cuckow bird with two, 

Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the ſetting iun adieu. 


1— 


SONG gi. A new Huu-Bud Ballad. 


By Mr. Grogcr ALEXANDER STEVENS, 


| 


Lak | 


ö 


Tune: 77 medley of mortals, 


HE faves of old, and the learned of this day, 


About fe. and fo forth, have ſaid, and 
will ſay. | 


| Yet in ſpite of their maxims, as things turn about, 
Some hum themſclves in, and ſome hum them- 


ſelves out. 
Sing tantara-rara a hum, a hun, 
Sing ta tara-rara a hum. 


Ti: 


— — ——-— — 4 


| 1 =o 
This nation has often been humbug'd and 
hipp'd, 
We did'nt fail fleddy, cur helm was unſhipp'd ; 
But now to an end of our jars we are come, 
And the French find our fighting's no longer a 
hum. 


Wich paſſions and faſhions, and this thing and 
that, | 

We would be, we ſhould be; but who can tell 
What; | 

This world's a large hive, where to labour we're 
come, | 


But like bees, enjoy nothing, excepting our hum. 


With ladies when jemmys and jeſſamys mix, 


They talk, and they walk jutt like things of no 


ſex ; 
Vet even theſe things, ſometimes huſbands become; 


No, no, they're not hutbands, tor there lays the | 


hum. 


Some men, all their youth, will live ſingle 
through ſpite ; | 
But when maggots of marriage old batchelors bite, 
Then they cunningly chuſe their own ſervants 
but mum, 
Inſtead of a maid, they may meet with a hum. 


We all in our turns mcet with pleaſures and 

pains, | X 

To be humm'd, and to hum, are our loſſes and 
gains: | 

When bit we complain, but when biting we' 
mum, 

And—bur our bottle is out boys, and that's the 
worſt hum. SONG 


SON 
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SONG 92. By Sir WarrER Rates. 


HALL I, like an hermit dwell, 
On a rock, or in a cell, 

Calling home the ſmalleſt part 
That is miſting of my heart, 
To beſtow it, where I may 
Meet a rival every day? 
It ſhe undervalues me, 
What care I how fair the be ? 


Were her treſſes angel gold; 
If a ſtranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a braid, 
And, with httle more a-do, 
Work them into bracelets tao; 
If the mine be grown ſo free, 


What care I how rich it be? 


Were her hand as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
It ſhe Ilavs them out to take 
Kiiſes for good manners fake ; 
And let ever lover ſki» 

From her hand unto her lip; 
If ſhe ſeem not cha e to me, 
What care I how chaite ſhe be? 


No; ſhe muſt be perfect tnow, 
In effect as well as thovr, 
Warming but as inow- balls do, 
Not like nre by burning too ; 
Bat when ſhe, by chang», hath got 
To her heart a ſecond lot; 
Then, if others are with me, 
Farewel her, Whate'er the be, 


LY SONG 
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SONG 93. 
V HENEVER 1 weu T'il have all things my 


Wav, 
In nothing Ii. cer he d. barre ; 
For func, inn eer he my will ſhou'd gainſay, 
Ui rat it, I'd rever be marry'd. . 


So many have thougit. perhaps, you may ſay, 
And ot in this point ave miſcarry'd; 

But it ügniſies nothing, | will have my way, 
Or, rat it, iI never be morry'd, 


To be ſnubb'd. and be ſool'd, that Incver can bear, 
For that, faiin, I always have parry'd, 

And before that a man ſhou'd be matter, I ſwear, 
Ud rat it, Fd never be marry'd. 


Shou'd ought go awry, he ſhall frown and ſhall 
chide, 
If abſent I chanc'd to have tarry'd: 


On my word, mighty fine, on ſuch terms to bety'd, 


wonder who'd ever be marry'd. 


I plenty of ſweethearts have had in my time, 
And each thought the day to have carry'd; 

Some courted in prote, and others in rhyme, 
But none ot tlie fools I e'cr marry'd, 


For the way to live caſy is ſingle to be; 
In wedlock what hopes have miſcarry'd! 
No fellow cn ezrth ſhall e'cr controul me, 
For, rat it, U'!I never be marry'd. 


3ONG 
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SONG gz 


The rofe-bud beginning to blow in her 
face, 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants tor ſomething, the cannot tell what. 


N HEN Fanny to woman is growing apace. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than among the gay youths a tyrant the reigns ; 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, the cannot tell what. 


Tho? all day in ſplendor ſhe ſlaunts it about, 
At court, park, and play, ridotto, and rout ; 
Though flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 


what. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him the likes beit make her ready to die; 
Not knowing 'tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
what. 


Ye fair take advice, and be bleſt while you may, 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray ; 
Gave caſe to your hearts by the conjugal knot, 
Tho' they pant e'er ſo much, you'll toon know 

tor what. 242 


CE SONG 
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SONG g;. Kare of ABERD FEE 
HE filver moon's enamoured beam, 
Stcals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding fiream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts begone heart- ſoothing ſleepy 
V here you've fo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroie chaplets pay, 

Til mern untars her golden gate, 
EEG £142 ne promis'd May: 

Tnen m b 4 iwains Mall all declare, 
The p omi“ May — hen feen, 

Not half jo fragrant, halt to fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


III tune my pipe to play ful notes, 
And rouſe von noddiug grove, 

*Tili new wak'd birds di:icnd their threats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach, the Jari miitakes, 
And quits the ne Ercit green; — 

Fond bird ! 'tis not t e morning break: ; 
"Tis Nate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where ©lvcs difporive play, 
The teſtal dance young tkephierds lead, 
Or ling their love-tun'd ly; 
Tiil May in morning robe, draw. nigh, 
And claims a virgin qucen; 
Ihe nymphs and twaine, exulting, cry, 
« Here's Nate of Aberdeen.“ 
| SONG 


In vain 
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SONG 96. By Miss Vous. 


| Tune: In infancy our hopes and fears. 


N infancy at Sunning-hill, 
My earlie!t days were known 

Find parents rectity'd my will, 
| And virtue was my cron: 
Vi ill man, the dear decerver, came, 
| And flatter'd as he ſung, 
In vain I check my growing flame, 
| Hare pitv, I am yo 84 


| Happ“ a while ] l:v'd belov'd, 
| Ne'er the-ug:.t ot Sunning hill; 
Reſon in bart my cnoice ayprov”.!, 
And nature pleaded ul: 


But now the bate deceiver flies, 1 
Vinho on my boſom hung; | | 
In vain were all my tears and fighs, ö 
I was, and ſtill am eng. is 


dos ler the vain inconttant go, q 
In further ſearch of hours; 1 

From thus iad hour DIL tcoura to know, = 
The force of Cund's darts: 

Now Þ'il be free from hence to know, 


Tue m:tchiet ot their ſong; | 1 
And if I thed for ::1an one tear, * 


May Ino more be youngs 


Altho' mi fortunes gloom my brow, 

And ſadden all my charms, 

Yet my firm mind, no grief hall know, 
Or lear rongh care's alarms. 

In ſpite of proud decciving man, 

| From whom my ſorrows ſprung, 

This is my univerial prayer, 


* To live and die full yourg,*” SONG 


= 
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SONG 97. Mar Moxxixe. 


HE ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 
May-morning put its beauties on 

The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrain, 
And ſweeter Row'rets deck'd the plain; 
When love, a ſott intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiiper'd, To the nymph away, 
« For this is rature's holiday.” 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte, 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 
Where beauty ſlept, and filence reign'd ; 
Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 

To new-born pleaſures ope thine eyes ; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 
For this 1s nature's holiday. 


Forth came the maid in beauty bright, 
As Phœbus in meridian light; 
Entranc'd, in rapture all confeſs'd, 

The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt; 
Then gazing with a ſpeaking eye, 

He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 
A melting ügh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, youth's our holiday. 


Ah! ſoft, the ſaid, for pity's ſake, 
What! Kiſs me ere l'm well awake? 
For this ſo early came you here, 

And hail you thus the riſing year? 
Sweet innocence, oh! ceaſe to chide, 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply'd ; 
In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ihall be love's holiday. 


— — — ſ— — a 
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A crimſon glx v, irma oer her cheek, 
She looks che hinge tne dor'd not ſpeuk; 
Conſent own CN. rt ett mmaad, 
And Nain dn lei“! er treit hand 3 
His dancing heart en trat ſport play'd, 

To church he ca {ne bluthing wid, 
Then bie de the ba py morn of May; 
And now their life's all holiday. 


— 


— — 


SON G yg. The GaEEN WOOD SHADE. 


O an arbor of wo2.Jhine ye both ſhail be led, 
Soft leaves for your pillow, the graſs for 
your bed ; | head, 
While wanton young ſparrows chirp over your 
All under the greenvood ſhade. 
When the moon with pale luſtre juſt peeps thro? 
the grove, | 
And nightingales anſwer the chaſte turtle dove, 
The maid without bluth ng thall graſp her true 
All under the greenwood {hade. love; 
Our pleaſures quite harmluſs begin with the day, 
We ever are buxom, we ever are gay: 
No virgins difſemble, no ſhepherds betray, 
All under the greenwood ſhade. 
Tho” frowns for a while arm the face of the fair, 
Yet ſoon our young lover forgets all his care; 
For Phillis cries do not, oh! do rot—deſpair, 
All under the greenwood ſhade. 


pI 


SONG go. 
D? ye ſee er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſs 
this way, [ May ? 


Crown'd with mvrtic, and all the gay verdure of 


1 


'Tis my Strephon, oh! bring him once more to | 


my ez es, 


From his Lucy, in ſearch of new pleaſures, he flies, 


All the day have 1 travell'd and toil'd o'er the 
lains, 


In purſuit of a rebel, that's ſcarce worth the paing, 


Take care, maids, take care, when be flatters 
and ſwears, 


How you fooliſhly truſt your too credulous ears; 


Like the roſe-bud in June, ev'ry hand he'll invite, 


But wound the kind heart, like a thorn out of 


ſight ; 
And believe me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, 
She'll find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth the 
pains, | 


Three months at my feet did he languiſh and 

ſigh, 

Ere he gain'd a kind word, or a tender reply. 

Love, hunour and truth, were the themes that he 
ſung, 

And he vow'd that his heart was a-kin to his 
tongue. 

Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his ſtrains, 

And gave him too freely my hcart for his pains. 


The trifle once gain'd, like a boy at his play, 
Soon the wanton grew weary and flung it away : 
Now cloy'd with my love from my arms he does fly, 
In ſearch of another as ſilly as I: 

But truſt me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, 
She'll find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth the 
Pains. 


Bey are, 
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Beware, all ye nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 
| flame, 
And believe in good time all the ſex are the ſame. 
Like Strephon, om beauty to beauty they range, 
| Like him they will fatter, diſſemble and change; 
And do all we can, fill this maxim remains, 


That man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
the pains. 


| SONG 1co. The MiLER. 
By Mr. J. CN NIN GHAM. 


Na plain pleaſant cottage, coveniently neat, 
With a mill and ſome mcalows—a frechold 
eſtate 

A well-meaning Miller by labour ſupplies, 
Thoſe bleſſings that grandeur to great ones denies : 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment— 
His conſtant companions are health and content! 
Their lordſhips in lace, may remark if they wall, 
He's honeſt though daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


Ere the lark's early carols ſalute the new day, 
Be ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May : 
He chearfully whiitles, regardlets of care, 

Or fings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair. 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great, 

No fraud nor ambition his botom does fill, 
Contented he works, if there's griit for his mill. 


On Sunday bedeck'd in his homeſpun array, 
At church he's the loudeſt to chant or to pray; 
lle fits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 

Tho? ſimple the pudding, his appetite's good! 
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At night when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone, 


He q«; aff at the alehouje with Roger and ſehn; Law an 

Thon reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill; B. 

No monarch more biek than the man of the mill. yet lav 

B 

2s More e 

SONG 101. , It 

Anda 

By Mr. GroRCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, Is 
Wine 

Tune: Johnny Adair of Kilternan. Ir 


HEN learned folks in rhymes make a rout, Since 
y \ kev invoke the gods of the Greeks, fir ; 
On Pegaſus jump and eallop about, | L. 
As if wanting co break their necks, ſir, 
But ſimple me, ſo high can't ſing, 
To Parnaſſus I make no pretences ; 
AllI can ſay is, gol blefs the King, 


May his ſubjeds keep in their ſenſes. 


dent w 
For i in vanity's ſpite our thoughts run aſtray, Tr. 

We are troubled with fits of the .nother ; ( 
We'll be wiſe men to-morrow, tho? filly 20-day, T 
| The next div, nor one thing nor tother, One te 
When we loit Port- Mahon, our ſpirits were dalh'd, | A te 

Nay, crazy we were for a ſeaſon; Alike 
And madmen like, 'till we got heartily thraſh'd, .| Pee 

We could not recover our reaton. While 

An 
Tis true it is pity, and pity 'tis true; 

But I beg you'll believe a poor poet; Long 1 

In the glaſs of ſelf-love, tho' we've wiidom in The 
view, And k 
Yet we're moſt of us mad, but won't know it. To 


Law 


Who: 


Law and phy ſic by ſome folks are thought to be 


bad, 
Becavſe the ir effects may annoy them; 
Yet lawyers and doctors we won't ſet down mad, 
But we'll I all tnoſe who employ them. 


More or leſs to the ſcurvy mankind are a prey, 
If you pleaſe to helieve your phyſician ; 
And a man when he's mad, I will venture to ſay, 
Is but in a ſcurvy condition. 
Wine makes our blood good, and good blood 
makes us ſound, 
If you'll Recipe quantum /ufficit ; 
Since for madneſs, my tricnds, I've this remedy 
found, | 
Let none be ſo mad as to miſs it. 


| SONG 102. 


vent with a pair of Stockings, a preſent to a Lapy. 


O pleaſe the Fair, what different ways 
| Each lover acts his part; 

One tenders ſnuff, another praiſe, 

| A tooth-pick, or a heart! 


| Alike they all, to gain their end, 


Peculiar arts diſcloſe ; 
While I, ſubmiſſive, only ſend 
An humble pair of hoſe. 


_ may they guard, from cold and harm, 
Ihe ſnowy limbs that wear em, 
And kindly lend their influence warm, 
Io every thing that's near em. 
M But 


; 
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But let it not be faulty deem'd, 
Nor move your indignation, 
If I a little partial ſcem'd 
In gifts or commendation : 


Each fair perfection to diſplay 
Wou'd far exceed my charter, 
My humble muſe muſt never ſtray 

Above the knee or garter. 
And who did c'er a ſutiact view 
So worthy to be prais'd, 
Or trom ſo fair foundation knew 
So tine a ſtructure rais'd ? 


Thou learn'd leech, ſage Kemper, ſay, 
(in ſpite of drugs and plaiters) 

You who can talk the live-long day 
Of buildings and pilatters : 

You who tor hours have rov'd about 
Thro' holes and colonnades, 

And ſcarce would deign to tread on aught 
But arches and arcades: 


Did you, in all your mazy rcunds, 
Ivo nobler pillars view; 

What yielding marble ere was found 
So Exquilitel; true? 

The ſwelhing dome, with ſtately ſhow, 
IMay many fauctes pleaſe, 

I view cv tent wiat hes below 
The curni:e of the tricze : 


The love! tv ins, ſo white ſo round. 
That bear the roble pile, | 

Mutt tvre preceed from Venus! mound. 
Ct nom Cythera's ine. 


Pro- 
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Propitious fates preſerve them ſafe, 
And keep them cloſe together, 
And gr-nt they may the malice brave 
Of man, as well as weather. 


From luckleſs love, or rancour baſe, 
May never harm attend 'em, 

And grant, whatever he the caſe, 
That I may ſtill defend 'em. 

By gentle, generous love, tis true, 
They never can miſcarry, 

No ill can come. no loſs enſue 
From honeſt, harmleſs Harry. 


But ſhould a knight of greater heat 
Precipitate invade, 

Believe me, Bell, they then may need 
Some ſeaſonable aid. 

O may I ready be at hand 
From every harm to ſcreen 'em, 

Then Samſon-like, I'Il take my ſtand, 
And live, or die between 'em. 


— 


SONG 103. Farewer. to Hor. 


OPE, ſweeteſt child of Fancy born, 
Tho? tranſient as the dew of morn, | 
Thou who canſt charm, with ſound and light, 


The deafen'd ear, and darken'd ſight, 
And in dry deſarts glad the ſwains 


With bubbling ſprings, and cultur'd plains ; 


No more invent thy air; ſchemes, 
Nor mock me with fantaſtic dreams; 
No more thy flattering ſtories tell, 
Deceitful prattler, Hope, farcwel! 


2 
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Adieu the pleaſing proſpect, plann'd 

By Fancy's fair deluſive hand! 
No more that momentary ray, 
Which gilds by fits a ſhowery day, 
Shall ſhow me in a diſtant grove, 
Health, friendſhip, peace, content and love ; 
W hile many a nymph, and many a youth, 
By Hymen join'd, and crown'd by Truth, 
On verdant hillocks danc'd and play'd, 
Or warbled in the hawthorn ſhade. 


No more, with ſweet endearing talk, 
Shalt thou beguile my vernal walk ; 

No more, as thro' the wint'ry vale, 

We journey on, with many a tale 

Of fancied pleaſure, cheer the day, 
And ftrew with flowers the rugged way, 
Still pointing to that rural cell, 

Where Innocence and Stella dwell ; 
Charm with the bubbling of a rill, 
That guſhes from the neighbouring hill. 


O let me now in filence rove 
Thro' yon ſequeſter'd cypreſs grove, 
Where, crown'd with leaves of baleful yew, 
And circled by a Stygian crew, 
(When, from the ivy-mantled tower, 
The cock proclaims the midnight hour) 
Pale Melancholy takes her round, 
And o'er the mouldering, hallow'd ground 
Where lovers lie, deſponding ſtands, 
And, dumb, with pity wrings her hands. 


While thus, with gloomy thought oppreſt, 
Heart-piercing ſorrow keav'd my brealt, 


: 


| 


A heav 
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A look 
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A heavenly form ſwift gliding by, 
With healing comfort in her eye, 
A look of winning ſoftneſs cat, 
And thus addreſt me as ſhe paſt ; 
« Mortal, be wife ! and even in death, 
Let Hope receive thy parting breath 
« Securely truſt my guardian care, 
% And, led by Reaſon, ſtun Deſpair.” 


 — 


SONG 1o4z. On being Mun. 


By Mr. GrorGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune: Ie medley of Mortal. 


E goſhps, who blab out the ſecrets of ſtate, 
Ye tell-tales, who over the tea-tables prate, 
Ye boaſters of favours, from beauties o'ercome, 
Be wiſer, poor prattlers, henceforward be mum. 
Sing tantara-rara mum all, mum all, 
Sing tantara-rara mum all. 


When the girl grants her lover one favour too 
many, 
As girls to their lovers can ſcarce refuſe any, 
When ſhe's left, ſhe may pout, ſhe may glout, 
and look glum, mum. 


Yet ſhe's ſtill thought a maid, if ſhe ſtill is but 
Ve wives, who have huſbands neglecting their 


duties, 

That time give the bottle that's due to your 
beauties; ; 

Would you cure them ? take care when in drink 
they reel home, 

To receive them with ſmiles, and reſolve to be 
mum. M 3 1 


1 


It is ood to hold falt, to hold much, or hold T 
long. | D 
Aut the beit hold of all is to hold faſt your tongue, | Let po 
Tho? wits by their words good companions become, I 
Can :hey get nalf io mucu as the man who is mun? | 1 
| Took 

The ſervant, who flily keeps filent, will rife, | 
His ears he ma!'t doubt; nor give faith to his eyes: B 
Aſk the fine waiting-maid, how ſhe rich could H 
become, Could 
She will curtiy and anſwer, becauſe I was num. - 


When the wealth-wanting huſband the rich ' Andf 
lover views, 

As the faſhion is now to grow fond of his ſpouſe, J 
By the hopes of a penſion his jealouſy's dumb 


And the hopes ot a pleaſure keeps madam bride EY 
mu m. \ 
But enough has been faid, and enough has been But b 

ſung, | 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er l 
your tongue; Lik 
I've no more to ſay, to an end I am come, _ 
My chymes are ail out, I muit henceforth be mun. | 
— Take 
SONG 1oc;. The Lass of the Mir r. 7 
Tune: Jo Commons and Peers. 1 

AN Pope firſt in vogue 


Brought the blithe Melly Mogg, | 
And flouriſh'd her praiſe with his quill ; - | Defe 
But ſtrange! that as yer 
No Tavickenham u it 
Ever thought on a ncighbouring mill. 


That 


old 


ue, | 


ne, 


mn? i 
| Took her riſe from the froth of the mill. 


I 
1d | 


But by the fair laſs of the mill. 
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That the ſea's foamy juice 

Did Venus produce, | 

Let poets inſiſt on i: ſtill, cr 

R Bondy avcr, " 
That a fairer than her, t 


But ſay, O ve nine, 
How a nymph ſo divine 
Could the lap of a miller's wife fill? 
Say, did not ſome god 
Stray out of his road, 


And ſet up his ſtaff in the mill. 


Jove roguiſh and looſe, 
In the ſhape of a gooſe, 
Did Leda ſo lovingly bill, 


g That Helen ſhe hatch'd, 


Who never was match'd, i 


In another diiguiſe 
Alcmena he plies, 

Like Amphitryon he frolics his fill ; 
Then why might not Jove, 
As a cloak for his love, 


Take upon him the man of the mill. 


Now to tell every grace 
Of this freſh-water laſs, 
| I muſt own far ſurpaſſes my fall ; | 


SEES 9 - = oa 


Ev'n Pope could not do't, 
And from head to foot 
Deſcribe the fair laſs of the mill. 


Once Homer inflam'd, 
An hundred tongues claim'd 
Some 
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Some arduous taſk to iulfill ; 
Let me tell thee, old bard, 
This taſk were too hard, 


Tho? thou haait all the clacks of the mill. 


Ye youths all beware! 
She's bewite ingly fair, 

Her e es it ular dly kill; 
Aud 2 baſom more ſleek 
Ian z.. wie ny 3fvon's neck 

Has th b u ul „1 mill. 


Under pbrtticust 

ho he. fert be wer , 
Yet Peep tue as N WI. > 

W rich planiy n thew 

Mc:e ca ms 1 perdue 


Has the teauntal lals ot the mill. 


Bu: ty ! Mute, forbear 
e wetter by tar 
No worc uf thoſe charms to reveal; 
So doing you might 
New rivals excite, 
And carry more ſacks to the mill. 


With influence benign, 

Ah ! would the incline 

n my ſtars but to favour my will, 

So it might be with her, 

*Twould be raptures I ſwear, 
And muſic to live in a mill. 


Then fair-one be kind, 


Nor with water or wind 


Inconſtant turn round like the wheel, 


Leſt, when J am dead, 
It might juitly be ſaid, 


That thy heart was the lone of the mill, 


The 
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SONG 166. 
The SHEPHERDESS lammenting her 


Crowned LOVER. 


7E maids of the village attend 
To the forrowful tale I now ſpeak, 
Oh, refuſe not your comfort to lend, 
For my heart is juſt ready to break 


Ye knew my dear Celadon well, | 
He was ſprightly, and handſome, and young, 
On his lips what perſuaſion did dwell ? 
How melodiouily ſoft was his ſong ! 


' He was all my fond heart e'er defir'd, 

He was all that was gen'rous and brave, 
What pity the charms I admir'd 

From death had not power to fave ! 


But juſt as the day did approach. 
To give the dear youth to my arms, 

From the waters they brought me his corſe, 
How faded were all his gay charms ! 


As the lily, when drooping with rain, 
Dejectedly hangs down its head, 

So languiſh'd his beautiful cheek, 
And all its vermilion was fled. 


His voice, that as muſic was ſweet, 
No more I enraptur'a ſhail hear, 
No more the fond ſwain ſhall repeat 

A tale of ſoft love in my ear, 


Convey 


10 
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Convey the dear youth to his grave, 
Leſt his beautiful form I adore; 
Vet one ſilent kiſs let me have, 
For, alas! I ſhall ſee him no more. 


Ye maidens attend on his bier, 

And ftrew all the path way with flow'rs ; 
And oh! ye kind deities hear! 

May their loves be more happy than ours! 


As for me, I wi!! henceforth beware 
How in love I engage my fond heart ; 
For tho?” love is a joy, how ſevere 
Is the pang from a lover to part! 


SONG 105. 


_— we went out a maying, too late I can 


tind, 
Young Harry has run day and night in my mind, 
He's grown fo bewitching as never before, 
For I find that love him each time more and 
more. 


Each morning his face witk what pleaſure ! ſee, 
Not my own at the glaſs is ſo handiome to me, 
I'm fo vex'd, I could cry when his viſit is o'er, 
Nor help if 1 would but muit love more and more. 


He'd have me to ſing to him all the day long, 
And ſays, mine's as ſweet as the nightingale's ſong; | 


Such praiſes as theſe I had never before, 
Im ſure that he loves me tho' I love him more. 


When 
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When mv mother was gone, with a reſiſtleſs look 
| He begg'd for a kiſs, but an hundred he took: 
I aſk'd, why fo free? who was ne'er ſo before, 
| He bluth'd, and then promis'd to do fo no more. 


How I wiſh'd the dear ſhepherd ſor life was but 
mine, | 
I ſhould have no occaſion to chide or to pine: 
Ten Harry my lips may with kiſſes run o'er, 
And ['ll try if it can be to love him {till more. 


S ON G 108. The Marixc. 


S I rambled one morning a maying, 


| Where the cowſlips and primroſe were 


ſpread, 


| - Young Damoa l found too was ſtraying, 


But he ſigh'd and hung down his head! 


ar | I tun'd up a love pleaſing ditty, 


He ſtarted and ſprung to my arms, 
He ſwore that my ſonnet was pretty, 
And ſaid he could feaſt on my charms. 


I ſaid that men always would flatter, 
And women would fondly believe; 

He ſaid Ik new nought of the matter, 
But try him, he ne'er would deceive ; 

He kiſs'd me, while covered with bluthes, 
Denial | faintly put on, 


To my boſom his hands then he puſhes, 
While 1 cry'd, fy ! Damon have done. 


He faid a green gown he would give me, 
I vow'd he was ſoo iſh and rude 5 

He did it, and if you'll believe me, 
Might have done it again if he cou'd. 
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Then maidens, come with me a rovin 
Il ſhew you the place where I lay, 
And you'll find there's no ſealon for loving, 
Like what I have found in the May. 


SONG ioc. 
"0 in the bloom of May, 


When odours breathe around; 
When nymphs are blithe and gay, 


And all with mirth abound ; 
That happily I ſtray'd, 

To view my fleecy care, 
Where I beheld a maid, 

No mortal e'er fo fair. 


She wore upon her head, 
A bonnet made of ſtraw, 
Which ſuch a face did ſhade, 
As Phoebus never ſaw : 
Her locks of nutbrown hue, 


A round-ear'd coif conceal'd ; 


Which to my pleaſing view, 
A ſporting breeze reveal'd. 


Around her ſlender waiſt, 
A ſcrip embroider'd hung ; 
The lute her fingers grac'd, 
Accompany'd with a ſong ; 
With ſuch a pleaſing note, 
Cuzzoni might regale; 
Or Philomela's throat, 


That warbles thro” the vale. 


— — 
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Not long I ſtood to vic, 

Struck with her he: rad air; 
I to the charmer rat 

And Cl ught Lie? vi. ing Fair: 6 
Hear this ve ine 4 belles, 

And milder ways partue; 
She that in Charms» c cvs, 

Exccls in kti.uncts too. 


SONG 110. BVNATHOC Our Fan. 
Ry Mr. Groxgt Arrnexpra STEVENS. 
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ro. 6 873 7 e 1 5 „ 552 4 
1] URE —— OUMT 9 „0. TWCENRT i . 4999 {9 the LANE. 


HILE gentic folks ſtrut in their fiver and 
artins, 


e poor ſolk are tramping in ſtraw hats ard 
pattens ; 
t as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ung o, 
A; they at their 0,perores outlandiſh ling o; 
Callipg out, bravo, ankcoro, and caro, 


LF will ting nothing but Bartleme fair o. 


* 


Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt the; 
crowds driving, [itriving ; 
Like wind and tide meeting, each contrary 
drill &dling, Murp fighting, "and ſoutins and 
; Fark ing, 
es, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow- 
girls ſque: king, | 
me my rare round and found, here's choice o“ 
tne ware c, 
Taough all w:: Snot found fold atBartl :mew fair o. 
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There was drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhow. 
ing of poltures, 
With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſters; 
With ſalt- boxes ſolos, and gallery folks ſqualing; 
The tap-houſe-guel!s roaring, and mouth- pieces 
bawling. [ ſailors, 
Pimps, pawn-brokers, flrollers, fat landladies, 
Bawds, bailifts, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumblers, 
and taylors. 


Here's Punch's whole play of the gun-powder 
plot, fir, 
Wild bcatts all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, fir, 
Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the black on the wire; 


The whole eourt of France, and nice pig at the 


fire. 
Here's the up-and-downs, who'll take a feat in 
the chair o, 


Tho' there's mere ups-and-downs than at Bartle- 


mew fair 0. 


Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall drome- 
dary, 
The chaiſe without horſes, and queen of Hungary; 
Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, 
come who rides, ur? 
Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fine eating beſides, fir, 
The fam'd learn'd dog that can tell all his letters, 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betters. 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble 

*"mOng gay things ; 

Our 1 like children, are tempted by play- 
things ; 

By found — by ſhow, by traſh and trumpery, 

The fal-lals of faſllion, and frenchify'd frumpery. 

What is life but a droll, rather wretched than rare o: 

And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew fair 0. 
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SONG II. Hovz : a paitoral Ballad. 


Y pipe ſounds a cheartullermote, 
My crook is new garniſh'd with flow'rs, 
This day to ſweet thoughts I devote, 
Where bloſſom the eglantine bow'rs. 
My ſheep unattended may ſtray | 
Where clover impurples the plain; 
My dog unregarded may play, 
'Till morning rite on him again. 


Tis fit that they too ſhould partake 
Of the joy that enlivens my toul ; 


At night V1] repair to the wake, 


And merrily quaff the full bowl. 
Juſt row as I walk'*d thro? the grove, 
I met my dear Delia there, 
And told her a tale of my love, 
Which the ſcem'd with joft pleaſure to hear. 


| A bluſh, like the bluſh of the dawn, 


Stole over her beautiful cheek ; 
Smiles, ſweeter than infants new-born, 
Told, more than I wiſh'd her to ſpeak, 
I ſtole from her hand a ſweet kits, 
Nor tried ſhe to draw it away; 
No deſcription comes up to the bliſs 
That reigns in my bufom to-day. 


Methinks ev'ry zephyr that blows, 
Soft mulic conveys to my ear; 
Methinks ev'ry flow'ret that grows 
More blooming and freſh does appear, 
The birds tune their muſical throats, 
And ſing mot deligattully ſWect; 
In ſoft and mol e delicate notes 
Sweet Echo my fivis does repeat. 


Ne SONG 
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ales 


A. PT 009, fir, —! hate you : that's flat= 
2 Let me go tion—l ord bleſs me be 
quiet: 
If you won't keep your hands f take that 
D've think 1 came here to a not ? 


. Why, macam-— how now? Do you ſcratch ? 
In ſhort, miſe, I woir't bear this ufage— 

You're a little, unthinking, cross patch— 
And yet 10u're of mils 1 know who's age. 


. Of this, or of tha: mifs” age, 

What bus/uctls have fellows with me, fir ? 
Put your felt into ne'er ſuch a rage, 

I care not three ſæips of a flea, ir, 


Z. Lord, madam, I hope no offence ;—— 
My words ſeldom bear any meaning. 
Beſides, you're a lady of ſenſe, 
And anger would ſcorn to be ſeen in. 


J. Such rudeneſs would ruffle a ſaint ; 
L with you could learn to be civil. 

Z. One kiſs, and I will, Il maintain't——_— 
A. Well! ture you're an impudent devil. 


There ! — now are you ſacisfied? © No: 
A. What, again! how can folks be fo teazing ? 

3. Wnile your lips ſo much ſweetneſs buitow, 

Your nails can do nothing diſpleaſing. 


SONG 
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SONG 113. 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 
In what ſecret prove or cave ? 

Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 

From the young, the gay, the brave : 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 
Cupid ſt.oots like Haymen's archer, 

Whereſoc'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not, 
Sometimes are the rufhan's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer ; 
Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mammas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake : 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it in your knots and fans. 


SONG 114. By Mr. SHENSTONE. - 


I told my nymph, I told her true, 

My ti-lds were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While taultering accents ſpoke my fear, 

That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 


N 2 Cf 


1 

Of crops de roy'd be vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep th: it left my fold : 
Ot thote fie Neva. vet bore to hear; 
And i act Flavia then {incere * 


How chang'd by fortune's fekle wind, 
7] ac friends 1 lov'd la came unkind. 
She heard, and Ned a gencrous tear! 
And is not Flavia then uncere? 


How, it ne deign'd my leve to blefs, 
My Flavi: nut not h e ior div (8: 


This too fe bear, and ſinil'd to hear ; 
And Flavia ture muſ be üncers. 


Go {ar voor flocks, ye jovial iwains, 
Go reap the plenty of vour plains ; 
Deſooil'd of all v hich vou revere, 
know my Flavia's love fincere. 


SONG iI. 


By Mir. Groger Al. EX AN DER STEVENS, 
Tunc — Cui. a „4 ele. 


HO” viiiom will preach about joy, kr, 
Faith ry will practice as well : 
Men are firaple, and life's but a toy, fir, 

In toying it is we excel. 
is it worth our while, 
Through learning to twil ? 

Or trouble our heads tow to think! 
Thought ne'er was deũgn'd, 

To puzzle the mind, 


80 only let's mind he's to din! King 


(152: 1 
King Solomon, I'm not profane, ſir, 
Was a wile, yet a whimlicalelf ; 
He never thought any thing vain, fir, 
„pill he was pail pleaſu:c himſelf. 
He uſed fe lay, 
Tre; a time to play, 
10 lab ur, i love. and to think 3 
Let tho in t e brime, 
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Did vou nee Kn the pleaſure of fe lly, 
cu dener be.; weak tc. be u iſe. 
Le: the trumpet f fame, 
Thoſe h rohes praelaim, 
Was never at cannon- balls blink, 
By the but in trade, 
De cont per cent made, 
'Tiz cent hr cut better to drink. 


Come about with a bumper bars hearty, 
To our king and our country tuccelis ; 
To oblivion tuls eavy and party, 
May iree-tom our üre-ſides bleſs. 
Here's a.h*alth to thoſe, 
Who will face cur foes, 
To thote who dare ſpeak as they think: 
To ſuch ſort of men, 
Again and again, 
Main and again boys we'll drink. 


SONG 
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SONG 116. The Fova Missts., 


Tune: Balance à Straw. 

O think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but 

right, | 

And reflection is good, tho' there's nothing gotby'; 
How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs, 
But ſtill the gentceleſt is keeping a Mi: 
The prudent are conſtant to one, and no more; 
But I, like a blockhead, muſt dabble with four: 
PII tell you their names, tho” you'll call me a rake, 


Miss- fortune, Mi- conduct, M:/5-chance, and 
Miſa-take. | 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 
By Jove ! were ſufficient to drive a man mad: 
Tho! jealouſy oft makes the fair diſagree, 

Yet theſe all united in kindneſs to me; 

In life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to ſtray, 

And ſeem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight on the way: 

So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the ſake 

Of Miſi- fortune, Mi- conduct, Mz:/5-chance, and 
Miſ-take. | 


At length fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 
Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
« You've ſurely not got em For better for worſe; 
Get at once into bus'neſs you'll get a divorce. 
I thought 'twas my duty to part with 'em too; 


Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you: 


And now, do but ſmoak, and I'll ever forſake 
Mi/;-forture, Mi- conduct, Mi., chance, and 
Miss-take. | 


SONG 
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11 truths that I fing none deny me, 
'Frey're truchs that mult ever prevail; 
Ye poor HIRE of J trance, oe det Ve, 
: : eat, 5 
By the 19rce ot cur En: liſh 300 Ale. 


The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 
They are what we expect», and ſtale; 
Your troops, and ydur flects our difdain are, 
By the torce of our Engliſh good Ale. 


| When Beſs, that brave queen rul'd the nation, 
'Twas Spain's great Armada did fall; 

She dealt to the Nons tribulation, _ 

j By the force of our Englith good Ale. 


And thus we will ſerve them for ever, 

| Tho! their loads on our necks they'd entail ; 
| There's none like our people, ſo clever, 

| By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


| Free-born, we ſupport our defender, 

To our ſons we hand down the detail; 
| Defy the de'il, pope, and pretender, 

By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


SONG 11s. 


Y dog and my millre(s are both of a kind, 
As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
| And my miitreis as fond of cach fellow ſhe meets. 
Yet, in ſpite of her arts, I'll not make the leait 
| ſtriſe, 
| But be cherry, and merry, an happy thro? lite, 


( 154 ] 

Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, When 
Her conduct ſtiall ne'cr my philoſophy teaze; And, 
Her freedom ſhail never embitter my glee, 

One woman's the ſame as another to me. From 
So, in ſpire of her airs, ll not make the leaſtſtriſe, And 1 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro! life, 


T laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 7 
For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title divine; ber 
At worſt of my love- fits no phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk, | Trea 


For go things how they will, PII not make the leaf No p 
ſtrife, P 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life. Can | 

The girl that behaves with good-humour and ſenſe, __ | 

Shall fill ro my heart have the warmeſt pretence; Ther 
And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and 


* And 

tray, 

In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. For 

Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtrife, | 1, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro! life. 7 


4 4 | Mv! 
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V'RY mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, | Wit 
Some to White's run for play, ſome tw | The 
Batſon's tor news ; My 

To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, | 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: } Wh 


But ſuch idle amuſements I'il carefully ſhun, Anc 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. The 
| | Fer 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſh'd his ſummer career, Thi 
And his maturing aid bleſt the hulbandman's care; Ane 
| When 


BY AD 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt-home, 
And, their labour being o'er, are at leiſure to 
roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 


And I range oer the fields with my dogs and my 


gun. 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 

And none dare to {tir but the dog l command; 

When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down 
my bird, 

I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford. 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd to the woods I repair, 

And I bruſk thro? the thickets, devoid of all fear; 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag often 
fill, [nun, 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 

My dogs are to ſure, and fo fatal my gun. 


My ſpantels ne'er babble, they're under command; 

Some range at & diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand: 

When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ſpring, [woods ring ! 

With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 

Then for muſic let tribbles ro Ranelagh run, 

My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the dav, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd {poils lay; 
Then | think of my friends, and to each ſend a part, 
For my friends to obl-&e is the pride of my heart: 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
Ard my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 
SONG 
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Cox rENSTH: a patoral Ballad. 


no orl; ange 2nd mountains, rude, barren, 


EN 
8 
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As wil. rie d L roam, 
A geniiv 3 cu g 4. pherdets fees my deſpair, 


And lcd meter lawns to her home; 


Yellow the:v.+, trom rich Ceres, her cottage had 


Fs * oP 
Cru I; d, 


Green rathes were {Irew*'d on the floor; 


Her calement ſweet wooihineg crept wuntonly 


round, 
And ccck'd the fod-1vats at the door. 


We fat ourſelves down io a cooling repalt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the bei? ; 


While thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 


cuſt, 
Love ſlily ſtole into my brea!t, 
told my iofc aer. the ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
Pye rich ones re Bected. and great anes deny'd, 
Yet take me tor id epherd, I'm thine. 
Her air was fo modeſt, her aſpect fo meek, 
So ſimple, vet cet were her charms ; 
I kiſs'd the rips roſes that glos d on her cheek, 
And lock'd e jor'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few theep, 
An! if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
R2ciin'd on her hoſom I hnł into fleep. 
Her image ſtill ſottens my dream. 


— 
» 


| 
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Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
Delighted with pafloral views ; 

Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet dittills, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
To pomp, or proud titles, the ne'er did aſpire, 

The damſel's of humble detcent ; 
The cottager Peace is well known tor her fire, 
| And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 


Ten, 


_— 


had | SONG 121. The Married Max. 


Am married, and happy ; with wonder hear 
only Ve rovers and rakes of the age, (this, 
Who laugh at the mention cf conjugal bliſs, 
| And who only loote pleaſures engage: 
| You may laugh ; but, believe me, you're all in 
the wrong, | 
When you merrily marriage deride ; 
ſhe | For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


The jovs which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never ſincere; 
Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 

Interrupted by doubts, and by fears: 
Zut thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
| 1: from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection rein'd, 

And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which you boaſt of, deſerves not that 
name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd ; 
hut yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 
Nais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
Oo When 


3 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are led, and nviled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by ti at nie deſtroy'd. 


{i you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anty er is thort—** From a wife, 
„% Who tor chengtulnen, ſenſe, and good-nature 
« | chote, 
„Which arc Lowuties that charm us for life,” 
To make home the ivat of peryetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to {oize ; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 
night, 
By our mutual endeavours t2 pleaſe, 


<< — —— 
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Iivux'irixi SOxG. 


HE ſun from the eall tips the mountains with 
gold, ! behold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 

The lark's early matin proclaims, the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our 

delay ! 

W:iih the jports of (te field, there's no plcaſure can vie, 
While jocund We (lux, follcav, feulleaw, follow, 
follear, file fulltav, fellgxv, fulloav, Felluar, 
fuller, jill, jello, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge cf the town wake riches his ſport, 
And the have of inc late hunt the ſmiles of the 
No care nor ambition dur patience annoy, [ court; 
But innocence full gms us a zeſt to our joy. 

11 ihe jperts of tre je id, S. . 


EI. kind are all hunters in various degree 
Lac prick tun a ning, the lawyer a ice 
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The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho! often, lie us, they're lung out with diigrace. 
Wit tre. e ef tic tele, e. 
The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The Ne et a dinner, the P atriot an. ne 2 
And the aritul cogaztie, tho? ſbe tt ems to refule, 
Yet, in bite Of her airs, e her lover purſucs. 


— 
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Ut (lie bold, and the buty, hunt glory and wealtl,, 


che ble ing ea is the hielling + of health; 
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And wittn KL abron fan! contentment at han. 
Vito the ſports of ths field, th: it's uo pieajare can vie, 


Phile jecund are fuillow, Sc. the hounds in full cry. 
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r Moilr, who lives at the foot of the 
hill, 

And wioſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy docs fill, 

If beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 

That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove 


in thoughtl-13 retirement, not dreaming ct Laws: 


[ chanc'd to eſpy the gay numph, 1 d <la ire; 
And realiy ſhe'd got a mol delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, on 2 green molly bed, 
A chaplet compoling, tlie fair one was laid ; 
Surpriz d and tranſported, T chu'd not forbcar, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


Q 2 That 


1 160 
That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: 
and trom thence. how to win the dear maid, was 
my care ; 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 


Wen the faw me ſhe blaii'd, and complain'd I 
was rude, 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude : 

{ anſver'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there, 

Zut lad all the blame on her delicate air; 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to 


ohtain, 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond 
pain. 


de neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 
Zur Hr'd all my foul with her delicate air, 


Athcut.nd times o'cr I've repeated my ſuit ; 

Lat til the tormentor affects 72 be mute: 

Then tell me, ye ſwzins, who have conquer'd the 
jaw, 


lo 0 win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


SONG 1:4 


Fil neavy hours are almod paſt, 
That part my love and me: 
My tor. ging eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to ſce: 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 
Will love in all your pulies beat, 


And tremble on your tongue? | 
Will 


„ 


will you in every look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the fame, 

And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſha]l ſhortly meet, 

And try what vet remains between, 
Of 1oi;'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 

If I am doom'd at length to nd, 
That you've forgot to love: 

All Jof Venus aſk, is this, 
No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring bliis, 
To die, and think you mine. 


SONG 125. 


I Met young Damon t'other day ; 
And, near me as he drew, 

No ſwain, methought, e'er look'd fo gay; 
Upon my word *tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt: 
Pray what could Phillis do ? 

! frown*d—bur only frown'd in jeſt ; 
Con my word ?tis true. 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new; 
I angels, heav'n, and pœw'rs above; 
Aud vow that all was true, 
() 2 My 


11 


My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, | jore, kn 
As ſtill more fond he grew. From 
lin en'd to his tale with joy ; Saxe hi: 
Upon my word tis true. 0 
| And ſt 

** L,et Damon now be blen, he cry'd. 
And tondly to me flew : | Miſs, pl 
I ftrove, but vainly ſtrove to chide ; r 
Upon my word 'tis true. To . 
Like a d 
With bluſhes ſpread, 1 look'd conſent, 0 
Feit joys but known to few; And | 
For then I found what Damon meant, With {il 
And all he ſaid was true, Franc 
| bu What ſu 
8 Ns | And 
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Four ca 
ne ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. wy 
| | | The blc 

By Vr. GEORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. And 
NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſia! = hs 
| ſcalt, a 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaſſing; 19 
Merry Momus among them was ſat as a gueſt, The 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing :) 
On each in the ſy nod the humouritt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; Ne 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome imart ftories told, 
And at lait thus began upon love. 
Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, | 
«« Grows grievouily tired of late; | N 
„He fays that mankind ate mach worſe than | 
before, DF While 


So he begs to be eas d of thei me” in \ 
ove, 


( 163 J 
jore, knowing the earth on poor as was hur!'d, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the hall, 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the 
| world, 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 
round, 
To ſ-e what each climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 
And the variouſly planted the earth: 
With ſilver, gold, jewels, the India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, 
And FxEt bow ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


| Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The bloſſoms of Liez&Ty 'gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus te l, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as 'twas giv'n. 
We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it 
in death, | 
Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


SONG 127. 


NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 

/ Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
While ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air, 
In warbling o'er hex head; 


1 


In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd; 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 

She fung, but till her work purſu'd, 
Aud turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


„While thus | work wish rock and reel, 
„So life by time is ſpun; 

And as runs round my pip ning-wheel. 
& The world turns up and down : 

« Some 11ch to-dav, to- morro low, 
„While | no changes iec!, 

«© But get my bread by to cat of brow, 
And turn my ipinning-wheel, 


«© From me let men and women too 
This home-ſpun leſſon learn, 

«© Not mind what other people do, 
« But cat the bread they carn : 

« Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
« Burt what deſerr'd a meal, 

« Some ladics then, as well as me, 
+: Matt curn the ſpinning wheel.” 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſur g he er witleſs train, 
Wneu c ver Le la 

And! 


rought home Nancy” s ſwain : 
Den Die, " 


«c 
ipouie ; | 
© Away throw roch. and reel: 
Dliche Nancy ven he! bonny news 
Oer. ſet her ſpiuning— Who <l. 


n limp'd gammer Joan, 


crics the dame, * Nance, here's thy 
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O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charins of the 
fair; 


l appeal to the men to determine between 


A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth TI reſign ; 

For tho” there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 

Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile ; 

'Tis the mention of Chloc that makes the glaſs 
ſſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And, the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 

But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ; 

Theſe virtues mall bleſs me when beauty's no 
more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 

'Tis the tranſport of youth; 'tis the comfort of 
age; 

But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl ? 

Wine tickles the talte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A fot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty aw J. 

From this plain confeſſion, tis plain my good 
friend, | 

You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 

But how foolith you look when your bottle is dry? 

From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt 
ſpring ; 


Nay, the Stuics mult c vn it—ſhe is the beſt thing. 


[ EY ! 


Yet ſome praiies to wine ve may indly afford ; No _— 
For a tme it wil) make ound 7 «reat as a lord: 3 * 
But woman, tor ever, gives mantport to man, 81 
ine dogp F 
And Ii lose the dear i Haze, as long as I can, ln winte 
Did vv 
| Fach me 
e eee 
SONG 129. “ Paitoral She was 
LI. XT 4 1 7 4 She h 
We ep nerd, 0 nemph of the grove, due was 
Can dame me 17 droppiog a tear, The « 
Or lamenting aleud, as I rove, There : 
Sire Pho ro longer is here: In all 
My n , if random bez nray, For the 
Wat wonder, if ſhe's frum tue plains ? Aud 
Her hands they were wont to obey, IH 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains, — 
Can I ever forget how we Nray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, : 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, ; N' 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, iweet, by my iide as ſhe lay, A free 
And heard the fond ftorics L told, Freſh | 
How ſweet was the thruth from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! And h 
| Below 
How of? wou'd I ſpy out a charm, Ander 
Winch before, had been hid from my view! | After 
And, while arm was eniolded in arm, Of liq 
My lips to her lips, how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteit would laſt ! | te m 
Tilll the hours of retirement and reſt, 1 wy t 
Waat pleaſures and pain each had paſt, tl 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who bet, \ng | 
No 


l ; 
: 


100 


No changes ol place, or of time, 


| 


felt when my fair one was year 


| Alike was each weather, and clime, 


Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the „car: 
ſa winter's rule 111 did we freeze, 

Did we melt on ine bafoa of Nav ; 
Fach morn br it content nent and vale, 

Live roſe a „ ork Or t play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 
She had all the ind gods coul] impart; 
dne was Nature's mo beautiful tall, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art: 
There all, that 15 worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreit; 
For the Graces were tLron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breal?, 


——— 
— 


SONG 130, 


EAR the ſide cf a pond, at the foot of a 
N e hill | 
A free hearted fellow, attends on bis mill, 
Freſh health blooms her trong roſy hue o'er hy 
face, 
And honeſty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace : 
bellour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full (will 
Of liquor home-brew'd, to {ſucceſs of the mill. 


tle makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 

for that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid: 

His conſcience is freg, and his income is clear, 

and he values not them of ten thouſand a your - 
He's 
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He's a freehold ſufhcient to vive him a vote; 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 

He hates your proud placemen; and, do what they | 
will, 

They ne'er can ſeduce the anch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beft; 

That the Spant.:rds ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, | 

And he wiſhes poor Germany {till muy have peace, 


Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength 
and have ſkill, 
To protect all her manors, and fave his own mill, 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And 1t water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the {tiff plough turns up furrows of clay: 

His harveſt 1s crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free: 

With =” hand and his heart to king George does 
e fill, 

May all loyal ſouls a& the man of the mill ! 


— 


SONG 131. HERE. A Paſtoral. 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguith I felt at my heart 
And I thought (but it might not be ſo) 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart; 
She caft ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
And fo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Me- 


While 
Com 
Nor on 


Tho 


To ſee 
Som 
How h 
How 
On hin 
It Wi 
Yet ce: 
Sack 


Pre fo 
To | 
For wh 
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In 1 
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Methinks me might like to retire 
To the grove | hi? labour'd to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
ha ed and planted it there, 
Her voice {uch a pleature conves, 
So much | her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever fle ſays, 
Pm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere ! haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays 3 
| could lay down my life for the iwain, 
Tnat would fing me a fong in her praiſe : 
While he tings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and listen the while; 
Nor on him let lebe once frown, 
Tho' I cannot allow ker to ſmile. 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a figh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well ! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle lebe, O ceaſe, 
dach ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


bre ole from no ſlowꝰ'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 
| For what can a bloſſom bettow, 
0 ſoet ſo engaging as love? 
Tha» in a rutical way, 


| A Hhepherl, and one of the throng ; 


let Hehe aprroves of my lav, 
Go, meplier!s, and envy my ſong. 


F SONG 
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Not 
SONG 132. Taser. B 
By f 
By Mr. Gronut At xinDER STEVENS, Fe 
| Onc 
Tune: 722 g Roger come tufping al Doll;”s window, | A 
Lixe 
E learned o'er claſſics, who pore night and | Fe 
day, 
And life time in ſchool phraſes waſte; Tot 
Etymclogies ye can untiddle, then ſay, wo 
From whence is derived the term 7%ie. 80 
When genius, wit, learning, and ſcience are By : 
ſhown, c Th 
We know which it is we'd be at; ri 
But Gnce 7 ufe has been term'd as a phraſe on the Wow 
; town, : ps 
N We neither know this thing nor that. . 
# We h 
Over catalogues poring the auction folks ſee ; 80 
Hark ! Sir, ſomething the connoiticur ſpeaks That 
About Raphael, Correggio. Vandy ke, Monami, Yo 
Intaglias, Aofaics, Anti gu! "fs | But t] 
His honour obſerves quite the things to be ſure; in 1 
"Tis immente, 'tis prodigious, tis vaſt; Old L 
Then the handling, diſpofng, fore-ground, and An 
contour, 
Oh ! he talks all in all, who talks Tae. — 
To the lucky, enrich'd by large plunder from 
W bite” 3, 
| Each ſupple-knee's ſycophant bows ; 
While ſcience and le: arning are flared at for frights, | 
They are creatures whom no body knows. 
In vain may a g'atus petition his grece, 


On the pavement his tours he'll waſte ; 
The porter ill flap-to the door in his face, 
For meiit we Enos is not { aj. Not 


55 


oc 


1 
Not by reaſon or 1 taſhion we think, 
By faſhion we ſwear and we pray; 
By faſhion we game, and by faſhion we drink, 
For each vice like a dog has it's day. 
Once Shakeſpear could pleaſe, now op'ras endear, 
And on ſounds large ſubſcriptions we wake 
Like pillory felons, we're nail'd by the ear, 
For forging that phantom call'd Taſe. 


To be ſure Ariſtotle had ſomething to ſay, 
But to mind him 'tis not werth our while; 
We don't want to: all: now, but only to play, 
So the claſſic in taite muſt be Hoyle. 
By rhetoric rules would you ſtudy to ipeak, 
The time while vou read runs to waſte; 
'Tis = Wc alone that your prooſs you muit 
erk, 


Done f:/?, is the logic in Taſte. 


We have been ſo well bred, io immenſely polite, 
So refin'd by our dear {riends in France; 

That we really believ'd it ill manners to fight, 
You'll allow it is /ans compiai/ance. 

But the Genius of England aWaken'd our youth, 
In fame's trumpet blew Lin EKT x's blatt. 

Old Honour unfolded the nandard of Truth, 
And we've prov'd ouricives Bxitoxs at laſt, 


S O NG 133 The Couxray Wrobixs. 


ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
ſwain, 
To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs crofing the plain; 
Why fo much in haste? {now the month it Was 
Mas) 
Shall venture to aſk you ſair maiden which way? 
| P 2 'Tnen 
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Then ſtraight to this quettion the nymph did reply 
With a ſmile in her look, and a leer in her eve, 
| am come from the village, and homeward 1] go; 
And now, gentle ſhepherd, pr. y why would you 
know ? 


hope, pretty maid. vou wont take jt amiſs. 

if I tell you the reaton of {tking you this; (love) 
T would fee you fate home (now the ſwain was in 
Of tuch a companion it you would approve : 
You offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil I own, 

But I fee no great danger in going alone 


Nor yet can | hinder, the road being free, 


For one as another, for yur as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a compani-n is pleaſanter too; 

And if you could like (now the ſwain he took 
| heart) 

Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part: 

Oh ! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 

I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men: 

You'll ſay and uniav, and you'll flatter, 'tis true; 

Then leave a young maiden, the tirit thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my brice; 
To morrow the p:rton (well tar. little twain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us 
twain : 

Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; 
Ihe very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddie daun; 
Now when ſhall we ſee fuck a wedding in town? 


30 N 


— 


1 72 1 
SONG 134. Lazy Jounsxy. 


HFRE's my ſwain fo Þ lithe and clever ? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 

Three whole davs are gone for ever, 

Since vou [aid you'd came to-morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I da, 

You'd been here with looks fo bonny : 
Love has flying wings, I weit know, 

Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now a Going ? 
Is he with the laiſes Maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 
PII not plague myſeif to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 
But I can't, nor will I tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with forrow, 
I may loſe the time to marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
It Pr: yours away no longer; 
If you won't another'll have ine, 
[ may cool but not gro fonder. 
If your lovers, 67115, forſake ye, 
Wige not ii  celpair and ſorrow, 
Blef, d anciber lai may make ye; 


Stay for nous beyond to-morrow. 


P 3 SONG 
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A* S Thy 8 n'd by ner de! ne lov'd bef, 
XR 


With a light, ker 1oit haud to his boſom be 
preſt, 
While 4a paſſion he breath'd in the erove : 
« As the bird to his neil ſt:1! returns tor repoſe, 
As back to its fountain the contiantiironm Rows 
So ͤ true and unchang'd is my love. 


« If e'er this heart roves, or r-volts from its chains, 
May Ceres, in rage, quit the vallies aud plains; 
May Pan his protestion deny: 
In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
« On the lips of another no pleaſure 1 find 
« With thee, as Pve liv'd, ſo Fil die.“ 


More ſtill had he ſwore but the Queea of the 
May 
Young jenny, the wanton, by chance tript that 
way, 


And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade. 
With ſorrow, voung lov ers, 1 tell the fad tale, 
he laſs was «luring, the ſhepherd was frail, 

And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, ard her loſs to ſupply, 

In the torm of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride : 

Ah! blame not the maid, if 0'ercome by his truth, 

Her hand and her heart the bellow'd on the youth, 
And the next morn beheld her his bride. 


Learn rather from Sylvia's exan ple ye fair, 


That a pleaſing revenge ſhou'd take place of 


deſpcir ; Give 


Ear. 


To k 


And 
Let t 
Engl 


Poor 
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Give ſorrow and care to the uind: 
If faithful the iwain, to his pation be trus, 
If falſe——ſees redrets from a lover that's new, 
And pay each isconſtant in kind, 


— — — — 


80 NG 136. Li. 
Tune: Heorts of Oat. 


OMP, c:icar up, my lads, to our country be 
Erin, 
A: kings of the ocean we'll weather each ſtorm ; 
Integrity calis out, * Fair liberty ſee, 


+ Waves her nag o'er our heads, and her words are 
7 


. . "9 - & *; 
E r R 


CHORU<. 


Wears ef cad are we Hill, for we're ſons of thoſe men, 
IV ho always WEYIE ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady. 
To fig't for our freedom again and again. 


To king George, as true ſubjects, we loyal bow 
down, | 

And hope we may call Magna Charta our on: 

Let the reſt of the world flaviſh worſhip decree, 

Englith genius has order'd her ſons ſhould be tree. 


Poor Eſau his birthright gave up for a bribe, 

But Engliſhmen ſcorn the mean ſoul-ſelling tribe; 
Beyond life our birthright of freedom we prize, 
Which in death we li defend, andabjurean Exciſe. 


On 


1 
On our brows while we lauell'd-crown'd liberty 
wear, 


All that Englihmen ought we as Engliſhmen dare; | 


Tho” tempells and terrors around us we ſee, 
Bribes nor ſcars can't prevail o'er the heart which 
is free. 


With loyalty, liberty let us entwine, 

Our blood ſhall for both flow as free as our wine; 

Let us ſet an example, what al! men ſhould be, 

And a toaſt give the world—Herc's to thoſe dare 
be free. 


SONG 137. 


A MroLer, or the Cri1ts of Loxyox, 


EE the happy country laſs, 
Sits contented on the graſs, 
All the dav does {port and play ; 
How ſweet the moments pass: 


But here's no reit no quietneſs or ſleep, 
For ſweep, ſweep, iweep, ſoot, ho. 
Milk, milk, ho. 

Hot cakes, here's Pruſtan hot cakes— 
Any old cloaths, old cio; ths to ſell— 
Old ctoaths, ſhoes, hats or cloaths— 

Braſs to mend, bellows to mend— ; 
Hot ſpice ginger-bread hot, come buy my ſpice 
ginger-bread ſmoaking ho. 

Buy a "= itone cheek for your loves, buy a fre 
one 


A 


( 


ice 


1 
A long tail pig, or a hort tail pig, or a bob tail 
pi2, or a pig without C'er a tail. a ſo pig or 
a boar pig, vi 2 pig with a curling tai 


Holloway cherte cakes 
Buy a Dutch lo.f, buy 4 Dutch loaf 
Knives to grind, ictit.irs to grind 
Old chairs to mend 
Do you want any matches, come buy my fine 
matches. come buy them oi me, oh, they are 
the beſt matches that ever you 1:e, for light · 
ing a candle or kindiing a fre, they are the 
beſt matcnes you can dere, ice there, ſee 
there, {ce there 
Here's your nice freſh cod, dainty live cod, floun- 
der 
Fine Seville oranges or lemon. | 
Come buy my water creſſes, ground ivy, ground 
ivy, come buy my ground vy 
Cooper 
Already piclk'd green and large gooſe berries fix 
pence a gallon 
Fine ſinging bird 
Oh, raree ſhow, oh, raree ſhow, come ſee my pret- 
ty ſhow 
Here's the lail dying ſpeech and confeſſion, birth, 
parentage and education of all the 
Nice potatoes, hne potatoes 
Hare ins or rabbit ſkins 
Glaſs, any old gla's Hottles to ſell, tops and bottoms, 
Do you want a good flint, or a good Heel 
Here's ſugar, ſu.ar peas - 
Nice young p« %, nice young beans 
Penknives, ſciſſars, buckles or buttons 
Buy a broom, buy a Þrufh, or a hair broom 
Fer a table mat or door- ma 
Any hace ins, maids 


4 


Here's 
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Here's money for old rags 
Newceaſtle ſalmon, Newcaitic ſulmon—— 
Buy all my eis 


Have you e'er a ſpot or itai,, let it be tar, coomh, | 


or any greate, I'll take it out now before 
your face, out of— 
Any choice polonies, tine polonics 
Hot grey peas hot 
Lloyd's Evening, Lloyd's Evening poſt—— 
Pait ten o'clock 
The London Gazette, London Gazette, great news 

in the London Gazette 
Paſt eleven o'clock 


The card invites, in crouds we fly, 


To join the jovial routful cry, 


To join the jovial routful cry. 


What joy from cards and plagues all day, 
To hye to the midnight, hark away, hark away, 
To hye to the midnight, hark away. 


The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hye to the midnight, hark away, hark away, 
hark away. 


The brim, the bold, the young. che gay, 

All hye to tne midnight, hark av ay, hark away, 
hark away, 

All hye to the midnight, hark away. 
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SONG 138. To make a Cox rolss kuk. 


By Mr. GrorGe ALEXANDER Steves, 
Tune 2 12 ncuiliy of mortals. 
OULD von be quite the thing, both a 


genius and critic, 
At operas and auctions, a puff ſcienttfic, 
You mult half words, and hard words, and queer 
words procure, 
Nod, wink and look wiſe, you're a true Conn ur. 
Sing tantara-rara taſte ail, taſte all, 
Sing tantura-rara taſle all. 


The money you ſquander your judgment con- 
firms; 
You need not know ſcience, repeat but the terms; 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor, 
Do but pay, that's enough for a true Connoiſſeur. 


At your own table grac'd ' midſt exotics ſupreme, 
If munic's the ſubject, or painting the theme; 
Al artiſts but EH ones, praiſe and procure, 


By your troop of lead captains you're dubb'd 


Connoiſc ar. 
When for words you are loſt, fill it up with 
grimace, flface; 


And ſhow your vait wiſdom, by working your 
Make poor merit bluſh, bat be bold and ſecure, 


And all Bronzes out Bronze, like a nice Connoiſſeur. 


The worth of a man, the wiſe ſay is his pence, 
"Twas ſaid fo, and ſo it will centuries hence; 
Then rich fully ll praiſe (pretty pimp) ihe procures, 
Full work or the its, when ſhe forms Connoiſſcurs. 

SUNG 
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SONG 139. The Parxursr's Soxc. 
F N a fweet healthy air, on a farm of my own, 
Halt : mile from the church, and juſt two from 
a tovn, 
Half a mile from the church, and juſt two from a 
town; 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
But your fine folks at London, may do as they 
pleatc, 
Your fine folks at London, may do as they pleaſe, 
But your ine folks at London, may do as they 
pleaſe. | 


By my freehold, 'tis true, I'm entitled to vote, 
But becauſe I will never be wrong, if I knou't, 
V'!l adhere to no one, 'till each party agrees; 
But your fine folks at London, &c. 


Tho' ſixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 

My Goody's as ancicnt, yet does not complain 

From the flocks of my own 1 wear coats of warm 
frize ; 

But your fine folks at London, &c. 


I ne'er was at law in the courſe of my life, 

Nor irjur'd a veighbour in daughter or wile ; 
To the poor have ient money, but never took ſces, 
But your f.ae folks at London, &c. 


] ne'er hed ambition to viſit the great, 

Yer henour ny king, ard {t:1d by the ſtate, 

B the church and fre. dor in ali it's degrees; 

Put ycur fine 411. „don, may do as they 
Plc So : 
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SONG 1:0 The Min wil Re stau. 


l ee ate 
W. mY aner d my teens, and threw play. 
att I concert m. 17 vom. n, and fit for a hide; 
\ | By the men | was [otter 4, tn pride o ennancs, 
For the mals K 11 breiiert. I el 7 — 19570 bk w 111 
| romane. 
* y . . 2 
They in rere Brat my eyes ie br: mond 
exvel!“ 
Rn . , . 
Such a face, anc: uch tre ILY ary. if by n As EF NT i all! 
4 | That to gaze on my neck wihallrapturcand wo! 


1 X 
Oh! the maids will believe, and the men well! 
romane. 


Young Polydore far me one night at the ball. 

And iwore, to m farm ke acorguett mutt fall,; 

On his knces he c ten mv Hand tor a dance: 

Ah! the maids wil believe, and tne men will 
ICMAECCs 

He conducted me home, when the e pat me uaso'er, 


And declar'd he ne'er taw fo much beauty betore ; 
He ogled and ſigh'd, as he tiw me advance : 


an! the maids will believe, and the men will 
romance. 
Then day after day I his company had: | 


At length he decla;'d ali his ame to my dad; 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


But tho” my; apa, would not give us a filing, 
My PciyJore twore ke to wed me was willing, 
80 to church we both went, and at night Kad 3 
dance, 
And, believe he, my Polydore did not romance. 
= BE SON 


1 
SONG 141. 


S I went &'cr the 
day, 
A ſhepherd | met who come tripping that way 
I was going to fair all ſo boray and gay, 
He ad me to let him £9 with me there; 3 
No harm f{l.ail come to you, young gamſel, 1 wear; 
I'll buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 


mea dows, no matter the 


You've a gd way to go, it is more than a mile; 
We'll reſt if vou pleaſe, hen we get to von ſtile: 
I've 2 ſtory to teil. that will charm you the Dat 
To go with him tarther I did not much care 
But itill I went on, not tuſpecting a ſnare ; 
For ] dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair, 


To make mie more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: 

I chreaten'd to lente him, unleſs he'd be good; 

For Pd not for the world he ſhould dare to be 
rude. 

Young Roger hal promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt 
year ; 

If hie ſhou!d do fo, Would go no more there, 

Tho' [ long'd c'er ſo much for a et from che fair. 


When we get to the ſtile, he would fearce be ſaid 
no; 

He preſs'd my Hot lips, as if there he would grow: 

(Viake care how thac way with a ſhepkerd vea go.) 

Confoundet I ran, when 1 tound out his ſnare; 

No ribben, IU cry'd, from tuch hands will I wear, 

Nor go, wa le 1 live, for a 2itt to the fair. 
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SONG 142. 
The Roizr Brin cf Orp ExcLanD. 
A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr, HoGarTH. 


RectTaTivV:. 
9 WAS at the the gate of Calais, Hogarth 
telle, | 
Where {ad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandiire's cook, 
| As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine : 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, aud greedy eye; 
Who, when he fir beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beftow's : 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preis'd, 
He lick'd his Chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


AIR. 


(4 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, Cc.) 
Oh rare roaſt beef ! lov'd by all mankind, 
It I was doom'd to have thee, 
' When dreſs'd and garnith'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Net all thy country's force combin'd 
Should irom my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Englifh ballad ; 

On thee &en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 

Then how much more thy tate doth exceed 

| Soup-mengre, frogs and ſallad! 

(Q 2 RECi- 
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Rrecirarivx. 
A kaif-itarv d ſoldier. ſhirtleſs, rale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a 1 ht before had never ſeen; 
Ike Garrick's frahted lamlet, gaping ſtoad. 
And gaz'd with wender on the Britith food. 
tis morning's» m-ls torfook the friendly bowl, 
And ein (in: ill fie. ws along the pavement ſtole. 
le heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 


und then in platniive ty ne declar'd his Trick, 
| 


* 
„ on R. 
t o FT ' Aua . 
Ih, facre Dieu | vat do TI fee von; 
Dat look fo temptiug red and ite. 


gar it is de roalt beef from Londre; 
Oh grant to me von letel bite. 


5 


1. uy tO my gude i vou give no heeding, 
Ind Critct . de dis boon denies ; 3 
„„ COMPUILVI unto my pleading, 

turn and let me feaſt my eyes. 
RcirarivE. 

L (c.0w-guard, ef right Hibernian clay, 
WA ole brazen flont his countr: did betray 3 
n Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
37 noneit means ta gain hi daily r 
on us the well-known prolpect he deicry'd, 
l blubb'ring accents dolefuliy he cry'd. 


AI n. 
Zlin a Rona.) 


—— 
- 


Sect beet, that now cauſes my ſtoinach to riſe, 


Seer beef, that now cauics my flomach to riſe, 
So taking thv üght is, 
My joy, chat 10 light is, 

To view thce, by pailfuls, runs out at my eyes. 


While 
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While here I remain, my life's not worth a far- | 
; thing, [ thing. f 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a far- | 
Ah, hard hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to vou? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
from ſtarving, 


RrerrarivE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fat, 

Who fed his nole, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown alide : 
With lifted hands he bleſe'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


A IX. 
(The Broom f the Cordentnorws.) 


How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 

To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaited nice and brown; 
I with I had a ſlice of thee, 1 
How ſweet it would gang down! 15 


| Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
I would the De'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere J had gang'd wi' thee, 
O the beef, &c. 


* RRCI 


1 

ECITATIVE. 
Put, fee! mv muſe to England takes her'flight, 
Where health and pieuty ſocially unite; 


Waere ſmiling Freedom guards great Gcorge's 
throne 


And whips ant i clains, and tortures are not known, 


tho” R. itain', fame in loftieſt rains mould ring, 
In ryttie table me me leave to ling. 


. 
onde on a Lime a young frog . Pert and vain, 
Nene a 1 are Or gra zing oer the wide plain, 
av bmancd tis ar h. TH could quic Kly Att.un. 
Others 7 Fe F ef 2 Es,, und, 
'Q the C: 4 Euy I reajt buy. 
en en gerlz Urete“ ing his weak little fr ame, 
D. amm, who flood b, 5 on kncwing old dame, 
„J. Son, to atremy it; qu're lurely to blame. 
J the raf tif, Oc. 


Cf... Ky * 3 4. 1 — 1 8 * 
Bu ik deaf ( advice Ne 0! Sir) d. d T. 11 


* 
en c:zort he ventar'd ulore firong than the frtt, 
"124 vie Hogan frnining too hard made him burt. 


„ 
Od ral be 7 Se. 


Then Zr tons, be valiant, the moral 5 clear; 

The ox is Oid { angland ; he flog is moniieur, 
Whoſe puſi: and bra: @ ANC we nced never fcai 
U Tis ron? bir 


E. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 


To fee the Sir Loin im caring hot on bur table, 


The French may e'en hurt like thefrog 1 in the fable. 


CO) thy TC 171 be: Pq "2 Ol a au» land it's 
4, Q the O Eni roap vhs 


SONG 
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SONG 143. 


By Vir. GrOtGet ALLE SA DER CEEVESNS, 
Tune . u Roses ( . 2 4e. Dal. "4 wind 9tvy. 


let Ficpeh dies appcar in our 


Nor the tulle i an Englimman fnooul ; 

We crib eint ea h iets air cr we drefs, 
eit ritn.t to ral, bak. , or for: il. 

At Che bur WC zue then a Ul. of our foup, 
They wor it was dammn'd wur ku; 

Then ve t = up Cape Breton, and itew'd 

Gaudallupe. 

And a ham made at Havre de Grace. 


We gare theta a boll---faiilately near Breſt, 
And Confiin fron lculon had aireats 

The tv. enty- f ur ner, toe: routd not digen, 
Our bali« we conte ure ben rod meat. 

But we cau i1!lio 10's Un at nalieurs got, 
You fee we {tt down at our cal; 

And this plage any! taut place, racy. all go to pot. 
For we help ourſelses ju where we plcale. 


In Eaſt Indies. I fancy, we cook'd the thing right. 
Pondicherry cur tate happ oy to hit, 
Lally ſen T Qru; {115 icheme * ould tne Eng li men 
bite, 
But, ac, he found himſelf bit. 
It was just! iGO W act, „hen we took Sencgal, 
Then our ttomachs tor 42 rating encreaied-; 
vince we wa d Quebeck with the town Mor- 
tre 


Martinico has made vp the feaſt. 


Up 
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Up hill how our Hearts e Oat hollowed alone 
Yo ho-ing they tow'd up each gun; 1 
Roalt beef and king George was the j 
Dy £ jolly tar; 
And they croſe'd the French fires for fun. 
La DOE the French governor, as I've heard 
ay, 
Thinks our company would him diſgrace; 
He the Engliſh deteſts, ſo keeps out of the way; 
Cauſe he ſcorns to look us in the face. ; 


Thus may old England's enemies ever be ſnubd'd 
May her ſuns thus unanimous join; ; 
If they do—PIl be damn'd, if they ever are 
drubb'd, 
Tho' the dons, or don devils combine. 
Come lads ook, bright victory ſhines on che ſcene, 
With our fighting we won't make a fuſs, 
May the fors, and {uns iens, of our good king 
and queen, 
Have nout honeſt ſubjects likc us. 


SONG 1.4. 
HAT 1 might not be placued with the 
nonſenſe of men, 
I promis'd my mother agalu and again 
To ſay as ſhe bids me wacrever I 20, 
And to all that they aſk, or wouid have, tell 'em 


No. 


I really believe J have frighten'd a ſcore : 
They'll want to be with me, I warrant no more; 
And I own Fn not forry for terving them ſo; 

Were the {ame ching to do, | again theuld ſay No, 


Fo 
+ 


Far 4 ſh 
Won't 
Such qc 
That ne 


He ak 
(Let me 
If he vs 
Then + 


He aſk 
fd i 
f I me 
| fault 


This 1 
Will I 


It I pr 
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For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 

Won't let me alone, tho” I bid him depart ; 

Such queſtions he puts ſince I antwer him fo, 

That he makes mc mean Yes, tho' my words are 
mil! No. 


He ak 4. 2 Hy: nate nir. or think him too plain; 

(Let me die if ne!, not a clever young ſwain, ) 

If he tary a kits, if l from him would go, 

Then he pre{s'd my young lipe, while I bluſh'd 
and ſaid No. 


He aſk'd if mv heart to another was gone; 
If I'd have lum t leare me, or ceait to love on; 
[f I meant my lite long to wn er him ſo; 
[ faulter'd, and ſigu' d, and 10h 4 to him, No. 


This morning an cn4 0 his court! 0 he made; 
Will Phillis ive longer a virun ? he ſaid ; 

If prefs you to caurcn, will you ſeruple to go ? 
In a hearty good-humour L anſwcr'd, No, no. 


SON G 145. 
Bacchus and Ax tox Ek. A Cantata. 
REteciTATiVE. 


HE faithicſs Theſeus ſcarce kad got on board, 
When Ariadne wal'd and mils '4 her lord: 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to! he be.ich the flew, 
And law his velit lf rium to her view: 
She ſmote her bre; e raves and tore her hair; 
Then, i in ſoft plains, ſue veuted her deſpair. 
; A1 R. 


190 
AIR. 

Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ve winds, to blow! 
Kind Neptune, ccaic to flow, 

Ner watt my love away! 

Ah ! whinther v ilt thov go? 
Could | have 'erv'd thee fo ? 


Ah! Thetons, taithleſe Theteus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly? 


P. * ITATIVSE 


The jolly god who cules the jovial bowl, 
Bacchus, whoſe giſte re-an; mate the ſoul, 
Heard and beheld pr or Ariadne's grief, 
And, gently, inus adminiſter'd relief. 


A 1 R. 


Ceaſe, lovely nymyh, to weep, 
Wipe of that failing tear ; 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here: 
T am Bacchus, god of wine, 
God of revelry and jov ; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſnall ev'ry hour employ, 
Come, Silenus, fill þ cup 
Of my choiccit cordial draught 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; 
Twill baniſh ev'r; gloomy thought: 
Fiil it higher, to the brink : 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! 


RECITATIVE. 
With ſoft reluctance ſne at laſt comply'd, 
And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd ; 


The potent eraught, with more than magic art, 
Flew thro? her veins, and iziz'd her yielding heart: 
n 


| 


in wine a1 
And with 
While old 
Thus ende 


| 
And let 
r 
| Inflead « 
| jolly Ba 
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And th 


Of all 
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So 


| In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd, 


ö 


Whilz old Silenus, as he revi'd along, 
Thus entertain'd tem with his frolic ſong. 


/ 


Learn hence, ve fad maidens, who droop and 
who pine, 


Learn hence, ye fond loves, the virtue of wine: 


— 


Let the nymyh, wio 5 tortaken for one that's more 
fair, 

Take a comforting glaſs, and 'twill drown all de- 
ſpair; 

And let the fond youth who wou'd win the coy 
maid, 

Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 

Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his part: 


let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gaiu the 


heart. 


SONG 146. 


S Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear che wood's choriſters warble and 
ug; 

Young Phœbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 
And thus i» ſweet melody ſung the fair maid ; 


Of all my experience how va® the amount, 
ance fifteen long winters I fairly can ant! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo fadiy b:tray'd, 
To live to theſe years, and yer ſtill Le a maid ? 
Ta live, &c. 
Ye 


1 

Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 

Of prowels approv'd, ot no dangers afraid, 

Will you fland by like dallards, and ſee me 
a maid? 


Will you, &g. 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue, 


Can do what you pleaie, with right and with | 


Wrong ; 

Can it be by law, or by equity ſaid, 

That a comely yuung girl ought to die an old 
maid ? 

That a comely, &c. 


Ye learned phyſ:cians whoſe excellent {kill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor toriorn damſel contribute vour aid, 
Who is lick, very lick, of remainirg a maid, 
Who is lick, &c. 


Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my ſong, 
Who antwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echoes of echoes, ye ſhadows of thade ; 
For if l had you, I might itill be a maid. 
For if, &c. 


Young Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whitper'd relief, like a kind-hearted fwain ; 
And Phabe, well pleas'd is no longer afraid 

Ot being neglected, and dying a maid. 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 
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me (+ F — ©” s 
And triu 3 . "is LU er * _ ep 5 


For once :tizntve ber 
To what | OW imat 
Would you 6072) Us j ua yOu LOVE, 
th The ue cer 1 or « ir: nd a, > rover, 
| | And Ic 42 the Way 10 Rev 4 mn. 


4s ſoon as nature has {creed 
id The hivom vt 21 ante een Fears, 
| And Habe! rem endol is trece, 
Ihen baut. re appears; 
The vouthfut bio i begin; [2 flow, 
| one hopes lor inan, and longs to KR 
The ſure! way to keep hum. 


When firll the pleaſing pain is Felt 

| | WI thin tue 10 8 g DFC:ul 

And you by ſtrange perſuaiica melt, 
Fach wilting to De bleib; 

Ne not too bold, nor yet tod con, 

Wich prudence lure the happy boy, 

And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, | 
: Aſiume a medeſt pride; 
And, left Four tongue Your I. a4 betrau, 
In feuer words confite : 
The maid, wao thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find tov late, 
| That's not tac way to keep him, 


| in areſling ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the fex ; 
R Nor 


4 


1 04 
Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex, 
Be always decent as a bride 0 
By virtuous rules your reaſon guide: 
Fer that's the wa, to keep him. 


But when the nuptia! krot 's faſt, 
And both its blen s Mare, 

To make thoſe jors for ever lait, 
Of icalouſy beware; 

His love with kind compliance weet; 

Let coniiancy tne wer complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


— — 


SONG 1:8. The IloxksT Frerirow, 
HO! pox ob thiz nonſenſe, I prithce give oer, 
And talk of vour Piu!lis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, what a 
rout ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſi the hottle about. 
Here's to tlice, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; 

They dae nat confide in the juice of the grape: 

But we, honelt fellows —'fdeath ! who'd ever 
think b 

Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 


CG: puts, Ke. 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows; 

Our joys it iagreuſes, and lightens our woes; 

Remember what tops Ot old us'd to ſing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as à king. 

The man, &c. 1 
4 
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It Cupid aſſaults you there's Jaw tor his tricks; 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-lix: _ 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 


Lay hold, &c. 


| What's life but a frolic, a fong and a laugh? 

My toaft fall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 
Mar mirth and good fellowihip always abound ; 
Bovs, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


| 
[ 
SONG 149. A HunxTixG Sox. 

| REciTaTivVe. 


ARK, the hora calls away ; 
H Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that waltens the ſkies, 
Quit tas bondage of ſloth, and ariſc. 


Alix. 


From the Faſt breaks the mon. 

See the ſun- beams adorn | 
The wild heath, and the wonntains fo high, 

The wild heath, and the mountains fo high; 

Shrilly opes the tiaunch hound, 1 
3 The fecd neighs to the found, {1 
And the woods and the vallics reply, 
ard the woods and the valiics reply. 


. 3 7 % 81 % . — 4 
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©. 
* 2 4 


P 24 * . 9 — "vx * "is „ F 
I0\ CG TRE: Weakest 91 111 i” 3 

* +? * = | 7 * 1 * + | . 7 * 8 
By encount'ring the hart and then ar, 
* „ 5 
by enceunt' ring, Kc. 
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And taught, &. 

Hence, Freble deſcent, 

Llills and will: wo frequent, 
WW nere the boom of naturce's reveal. 
Wlere the. &c. 

Tho” in life“, but dav, 

Man cf man makes a prev, 


Still let cars be the prey 61 th ze hel. 
2211 . CRUEL. XC. 


Id. che chice in full lr, 
(,cd: ! Ji Iren. ne Azileht 
Ow Oer mortal! ienſatlor refine ! 
119% dur, &c. 
nete i e, white is fear © 
Liks the v LED in the rea 7 
And the man.“, oll in ſometbig 2 dvi, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, mu brave boys: 
Lo! each pans for the joys, 

[ wat anon Null enliven the „hole, 

| That anon thai enliven the Whole; 

The: at EVe WC 21] diſmount, 
Teils azad picaiures recount, 

And + iis bs che Caace vicr tne Mol: 

And renew the ckace over the bel. 


2 


N 


SONG 150. 


A Battab in the Morray I 1E. 


NE morning voung Roger accoted me thus, 
Come here, pretty maudten and give me a 
| buls, cart: ; 

Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plouga and your 
ves, I thank vou for nothing, thauk vou for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my heart, 


Well, then, to be lure, te grew civil enouph, 

He gave me a box with a paper of inult 3 

| took it, | own, yet had fall o much art 

To cry, Thank you for nothing wich all my heart. 


He (aid, if fo be, he might make me his wife 
Good Lord! 1 was never to dam'd in my life; 
Yet could not help laughing to fee the tool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him tor notaing with all my heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain d my conlent, 
And with him on Sunday to chapel 1 went, 
But ſaid *twas my goodneſs more than tis deſert, 
Not to thank him tor nothing with all my heart. 


The parſon cry'd, Child, you mult after me (ay, 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obey z 
But faith, when his reverence came to that part, 
There I thank'd him for nothing witi: all my heart, 


At * our briſk neighbours the ſtocking would 
throw; 
| mutt not tell tales, but I know w hat T know : 
Young Roger conteſſes I cur'd all his ſinart, 
And 1 thank'd him tor ſomething with all my hearc, 
R 3 SONG 
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1 99 ] 
Tho? the weather ſhou'd be worſe, 
Fore and aft the (pr:tia vard get, 
Reef the m:zen, ice all clear; 
Hands up, each preventure brace ſet, 
Mn the forc-yard, chear, lads, chear, 


1 1 ; „ 

Now the d eadſul thunder's roaring, 

peals 04 eds conten ing clath ! 
On our hen tere ran alis dwuring, 

in OUr eo UC 1) © BINS Tree Ir 

' * ! ] _ 

One lde * At 44 * {NC us, 
Habe but d. back IKY-S 
ereut Cerths GTMLEE-EATFOUNG us, 


Hark! wat aeaus you edreadiul erz 
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The fremuait's gone, cries every angue out, 
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Wile o'er tue ſhip the wid waves beating, 
We tor wives and ©, dren mourn: 

Alas ! from huce there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return 

514} tne leak is gaining on us, 
Both ch itn pumz s rz chbahk'i belc ; 


17. * * * * 5 % 
LITAVET BAY? nercy ACTTE UINIIEG M3; 


* 


Only He can fave us now. 


On the loe beam is che land boys, 
Lot the guss YPer-yoard Le throw: 5 
To the PUN >, COLUE EV * BUR, boys, 
Zee 


7a 


gen! ker mizen-maſt is gone. 


1 

The io ak ww de tound, it cannot pour 
We iiciutn'd her a foot or more; 

Cp aud tis a jury tore-mail, 
She righs ! the rights! 


aft, 


boys, wear off ſhore, | 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kad fortunc r d our lives; 
Come, the can, boys iet“ be drinking 
Io our twe t- Menge and our u ives. 
Fill it up, abgut ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to lips the brin:mer join; 
Where's the ten pet now, was feels it? 
None; our dauger's con, in wine, 


Ni LAS 


8 
N purſuit of ſome lambs from my focks that 
1 1 have I 
One morning 1 rang'd oer the plain; 
But, las! er {tl my re re made, 
I percerv'd chat my lagour was Vain, 


z * , * * . 
bae#s 11S S WE 


At lengtu ro. ing a-pcicſz ny 
L retoiv*.. to return back a 111; 

It was wetes, | tiwoglt, to es after them more, 
SINCE 1 tound that Ly iz hgur was Vain, 


Im 2s to reitore, 


Ou dias my return, prott. Pacebe! 1 

14 to love lier | could not retrain; 

To iviicit a Kis, I apgrogh'd her with awe, 
Bur ** wid nie tay laber Was Ville 


+ ** 


But, Phube, I cry'd 


r 
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ſuit lend an C, 


er ec ann 
- 


And it ic nw lun 


| 


She rep 


You! 


Then I 


And 


O Coli 


Tha' 


A; lent 
Com 
dhe no 
50 n 


— —— 


M 


In fea 
Bat | 


Yet w 
'Tis a 
For v 
If not 


'Tis \ 
And | 
The 1 
Grow 


At th 
And 
Whil 


| Beats 


e. 


lat 


C. 
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She reply'd, with a frown, and an aipect ſevere, 


Young Colin, your labour in vaiu, 


| Then I eavorly claſp'.! ror quite clo te my breaw. 


| And kitss'd her, 22d ats*d Her Aan 5 


0 Colin, me cry. 12 ure rude, 1 prot 
That yeur labour ali til be in vain. 


* 5 To” 1 oo 
A: length, by enroll, OV HL and VOWS 
| Compaſſion the © 04% 02 m pan x 
' p s AA 1 wn 
She now has contenu h mukke me her tpoule, 


So no longer ] 1A yH0T in vals 


| . 


Y temples with uf ire grapes Pilentwine, 
And harter al! p27 For a les Gt Wine > 
In ſearch of a Venus no lnger £N run, 

But ſtop and for ge: her at Bucchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 

'Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 

For What mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
not EIP4 to che health of fome favourite lats ? 


Cc 


Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 

Grows a convert to love, and rctigus her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts u p her head, 
And Poverty liitens well plcas'd from ner ſhed ; 
— Age, in an extuey, n boling along, 

cats Ume with ale sruteu to dle tant of her ſong. 


Then 


= © 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeit and deepeſt, that ilands on the boarg; (The 
PI #1 up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; When t 


»Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledg ge me who dare, 


To p 
The bor 
7 The | 
see ſoor 
SONG 1i;4 The Harry Meerixc, | And] 
5 
S Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way, 
A Along the banks of Tweed; 
A bonny Jaſs, as ever Was, NE 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 
The hearty ſwan, untaught to feign, The bir 
The Eu:zom nymph ſu: rrey'd; When « 
And full of oler, as lad could be, | 
Belpakxe the pretty mat, And al 
| My mot 
Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel I the ce 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reit here ? \ 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtray ing wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where? The fre 
To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Scme muckle {port to ice ; | A wom! 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, [vent t 
| Iſe feek the ewes with thee, And cov 
Zur whe 
She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, Bleſs m 
But lik'd the vouths intent; | 
0' er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went : The mi 
The bir ſang facet the pair to greet, | The wo 
Ana flowers bloom'd around; Now, th 
And chey walk'd, of love they talk'd, | thous 
And joys which lovers crown'd. Fn | 


\nd 
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And now the ſun had role to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r) 

When to a ſhade their teps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour; 

The bonny lad rev. 'd, in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 

| the ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 


| And he to gang to town. 
| 


NE Midſummer morning, when naturelook'd 


SONG 154 


gay, 

The birds full of ſong, and the flocks full of play; 
When earth feem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from 
above, 

And all things preclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come hatte to the mill; 
Ii the corn be not ground you may ſcold if you 

will, 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
doubt ; 


| A woman, alas! would be nothing without: 


[went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to ſay: 
Zur when I came near it, I found it ſtock {till ; 
Res my 0 now! cry'd I, huff them rarely I 
will. 


The miller to market that inſtant was gone; 

The work it was left to the care of his ſon: 

Now, though I can ſcold as well as any one can, 

h thought 'twould be wrong to ſcold the young 
man: 


( 204 ] 
J ſaid, I'm furpriz'd you can uſe me fo ill, 
I muſt have my ccrn ground, | mutt, and J will, 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth the fault is not 
mine, 

No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine: 

There's no one more ready in plealing the fair, 

The mill ſhall go merrily rourd, I declare, 

But hark how the birds fing, and fce how the; 

figs 85 F | 

bill ! 

I muit have a kiss fir, ] mull, and I will, 


My corn being done, I tw..'rds home bent my | 
ways 


* 8 . 1 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomethin. ol moment to ſay; 


Inſiſted to hand me along the greea mead, 

And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and in- 
deed ! | 

And that he'd be conſtant, epd true to me ſtill: 

And fince that time I've lik'd him, and like him! 
will, 


I often ſay, mother, the miller 'I huff; 
She laughs, and crics, go, girl, aye, plague him 
enough; 


And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, 
get a il kit> from the youth | admire. 

If wedlock he withes, his with FI! faläl, g 
And I'll anſwer, O ves! with a hearty good - wil. 


N' 


dhe WI 


CE 1 


55 


7 — 2 * . >. N 
TO nym} 1 . mas 115 ile ve Fuant i i ins, 


not Wien Sally can cempare; 
. che wins the hearts Gz tne trains, 
ine And rivals al! th tir: 
„ The beams of Sol del ght and ehear. 
| While iu mer deu ſans roll; 
the 7 But Sally's lin! 1 511 the vir 
| Give * e de N ſoul. 
When from the Kall ine mornin ray 
my Illumes the Karle beo, 
Her preſence bids the gad of Gay 
* With emulation glow!: 
Freſh beauties deck the Faint argund. 
in. Birds ſceeter notes prepare; 
The play ful Hin- bkins Op around, 
; And hal their ner fair. 
im! | 
The lark bur rains bes livid throat, 
To bid the maicl rejoice, 
| | And mimicks, While he ſwells his note, 
him The ſucetneſs of her voice: 
The fanning zephy rs round her plan, 
While Flora iheds reriume, 
And every tiowret ſcems to ſay, | 
I but for Sally bl0:n, ; 
vill. 


| The am'rous youths her charms proctatin, 
From morn to eve their tale; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale; 
The ſtream mean“ ring thro! dhe mead, 
Her echo d name couve) 53 
| And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry recd, 
7-H Is tun'd to Sally's Pralle. | 
3 No 


i 
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No more ſhall biitilome laſs and frain 
To mirthful wake resort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural port: 

No more ſhall guth the purling rill, 
Nor muiic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſfnow-like on the hill, 
When 1 for, ct to loves 


SONG 156. 
The Dusr-Cagxr. A favourite Cantata, 


RrciTATIVE. 


S tink'ring Tom thro? ſtreets his trade did 
cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia poſing by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd the n ph was piac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lov ely wailt : 
Tom with up-lifted hands th' occation bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing trains, the maid adgre?. 


* IN By of 


O Sy; v.a, while vcu drive vour cart, 
To pick up Quit, vo „ tea! Hur hearts, 
OL "+; re — duſt; And e 901 6 Ur hearts: 2 
0 18 128 * 2 f 41 ! 3 | 

I hai mine 23 one, 31.5 8 true, 
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FS) * . py 9 89 #% a * "SOL 1. 7 8 1215 
: * 41060 to b a? _ Gio ww. YA MSLY \ 1 O, 
"1 , . 3 NO 
94 1 . 44% 0 * 8 915 1 . ® 
* * 3 Gun 7 Þ12 vod * 
p ? 4 , . "4 P : 
4 K * % . « „ % © 4 & 
ts 3 f 8 5 „ , 128 ain; 
o b * 
8 Fate. von Jen. peatll * 
: g ol Py C# 


"© Nur cart; 


ann e W 


| | fle 


— — — — 
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REcirariv:. 


ylvia, adyanc'd above the rabble rout, 


Ts roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 

che heav'd her ſwelling breail, as black as ſloe, 
And loo%'d diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drove on, 

ad then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, John. 


Alx. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud opprelt ? 
Ambition now my foul does fire; 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duit-cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in iny dutc-cart. 


— c i LE. CET 


SONG 137. 


1 I'm going, and all the day 
long, 
Abrcad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
I find that my paſſion's fo lively and {irung, 
That your name, when Via ſilent, runs till in 
my ſony, 
Sing Bal:naraore cra, Balinamone ora, 
Balinamone ora, a kits of your ſweet lips for 
me, 


— 


. Since the fir time I ſa 124 take no repoſe 3 


[ fleep all the day to forget hair my woes? 
8 2 So 


— 


„ 
So lot is the Name in my boiora which glows, 
By St. Patrick 1 fear it will burn thro? my 
clothes. | 

Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 

Your pretty black har for me. 
In my conſcience. feat I hall die in my grave, 
Unlets you comply, „nd noer not will have, 
And grant the gotttion car lag des crave, 

Who never ws free tilt ou male him „our flave. 

Sing Balinamone da, Pallemone ora, 

Your pretty blac': eyes for hg. 


On that tappy dan, when I make vou my bride, 
V itt a leinging long Word, how Pl ſtrut and 
L 43. aride! 
in a ccach and tix horſes with hene JI ride, 
2: betyre you l v.aik to the church by your fide, 
Sing Ballnamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your little witite fill for me. 


—____O"'— —_*% 7 — 


, , T Jenny's my giend, my delight, and 
LI m pride, 
Ihe hure boaited, and ſcek not to hide: 

[ @v/21i en her praiſes wherever Igo; 

„ £2 IN f er 

Ihey iy Fin in love, but lanſwer, No, no. 
They ſay I'm in love, but i aniwver, No, no. 


At ex'ning oft- times, with what picaſure I ſee 
note from her hand, I'll be wich you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds when 1 hear her below! 
But ſay not *tis loc, for I aniver, No, no; 

But tay, &c. 


dhe 


L 209 ] 
She ſings me a ſong, and | echo its ſtrain; 
Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again: 
I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there | could grow; 
But ſay not 'tis love, for ! aniwer, No, no, 


But iay, &c. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe ſits on my knee: 
] chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 

My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and u bids me think fo 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' e anſgers, No, no 


Who knows, &c. 


„ „ 


From beauty and wit, and good-humour, how I, 
Snould pradence adviſe, and compel me to fly. 
Tay bounty, O Fortune, matze halle to beſtow, 
And jet me deſerve her, or nil PI! fay, No; 
And let me deſerve her, or till 1 fay, No. 


SONG 150. The Aen Dextar. 


As Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 
Reveal ith what arcour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ; 
Well, what if they do? thcre's no harm ſure, ſlie 
cries 3 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


vuppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a feet kiſs, 
Say, would you the favour beitow 7 
Say, would vou the favour beitow ? 

Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you kaow. 


83 Sup- 


— 
— — * 2 --w 


U 
; 
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vppore, not content: 1. | ttiil aſk for mare, 
er pleaſure from ple: ſure will crow, 
For pleature {row pleature wilt £10. ? 
Suppoſe what you will, the reply d as before, 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny veu, you know. 


Come then, my dar love, to the wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and oficr'd to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 

No, no, v. ith a blu, anfwer'd P Phillis, for there 
1 cov! not deny you, you know, you know: 
I coula uct deny vou, you know. 


SON G 160, 
Cruox and TyrniGihin. A Cantata, 
Rrectrarivx. 


TEAR a thick grove, white deep embon' ring 
of 
lacie 


by 


= #3 


? , P 
CI * Ol. 1 r tt OC 41 1nd 4 Nee NP. iat! n made, 


Scem' 
A crviial frei with gentle murmurs opt 


Whaſe fow'ry ban; are n'! for it © repoſe ; 

Thither retir'd from Jho bu, ſulir y Trav, 

And lull'd in llecp, lair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, vit9 nev: er drcamt Of love, 

By chance was ſtumping tothe nelchb'ringgrove; 

He trudg's d alc ng, unknow ing „hat he ſour: nt, 

And willed as he went, for want of tnouglit: > 

ut when he firit beheld the Iles ping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd; 

And while with artleſs vuice he iweetly ſung, 

Brauty and nature thus inlurm'd his congue. | 
IR. 


— Y 
- 


he wa 


Down f 
Bright « 
Where | 
Half-ra 
\ * - Oh; Cy 
| Thy ho 
Purſue 
The ele 
But chi 


— — 2 — 


. 

Tho fream hain in murmur: by, 
Wh 1c last 000M tes the (ky, 

Complete: th. ruin] ſcenc, 

Completes the rural icenc ; | 
But in thy be or. „ charming mad, a 
All heav'n it 1-1? is fure diſpl. ay'd, , 

Too lovely lphigene, 

Too lovely II mgene, 


Rreirarivx. 
che wakes, and acts phor Cymon trembling 
itands; | 

Down falls the Raft from his unnerved hands: 4 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, Jifpel all fear; | 

ſhere nonour's $ preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Halfrais d, wich gentle accent, the replies, 
Oh, Cymon Lit it *t1> you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honcſt dent no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy war, and let me lleep again. 
The clowy, truwiport:}, was not ſilent long, 
But thus wich extucy purſu'd his ſong: 


AI "7 
| Thy ietiy locke, taat careleſs break, 
In anton ringiets, Conn thy neck; 
Tay love-inſpiring mien. | J 
Thy love-inlpiringg mein; 
| Toy iwelling boſom, kin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me fo, 
I die for iphigene, 
I cie for Ionigene. 


— 


PECIrArivt. 


| Amaz'd, ſhe lillens, Hor Can trace from whence 
\ The former cled is thus in{pir'd with ſenſe: 


——  - 


She 


1 


She gaze: — finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 


And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 


Bids him be ſecret, and nest day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to mect is faithful friend, 


Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown ty plead ; 


And nature's language furcit will ſucceed, 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fre. 

Kindling gentle, chaite denre; 

Love can rage itſelf corntroul, 

And elerate, and elevate the human ſou! : 
Depriv'd of that, cur wreichea fate 

Had made our lives of too long date ; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bieſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do abo e, 

What angels do above. 


- — + — —ä——ä— — 


SONG 16:1. 


AOR briglit the fun began to dawn, 
The merry birds to ing, 
And flov,rets Cappled oe the lawn, 
In all the pride of ſpring, 
When for a wreath vyang Damon ftray'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 
Take this be cry'd wy dearcit maid, 


And who 


* 


* 8 
, ave, wno'd have thought it. 


* . 
I Uulh'd, the preſent : receive, 
* : "a ” # - = 7 . 
And tha::ii'd hits wer and o'er ; 
wn Ste tou Gab 3k ES: £2 5 
When fut he figu'd, briglit ſar, forgive, 
1 an FA 3 «4 
MINT Rave CIR PLING iT0.T > 


One 


For lif 


Each | 
And a 
Each! 


— —— —ßä—ͥ— 


3 l 
One kind ſwect kifs vill pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly hc bought it; t 
[let him take it, I proteſt, 
And who=——, ave, who'd have thought it;? 


A ſwain that wag'd with fo much art, 
No nymp! could loug diſdain; 

A ſecret flame con touck?s my. hearty | 
And fluth's thro“ er ry wein: | 

Twas love in{p'r'u_the piling change, 
From his, my boſom) caugnt eit; 

'Twas ſtrange indesd, t wit. pallng range, | ö 
And who „ape, WAO'Q have thought it? 


Let us, my dear, comply: 

We inſtant went, vita love ur guide, 
And bour:! the nuptial tie: 

And ever ſince tha: Nappy day, i 


As mutual warnith has thug ic, f 
We fondly kits, and {port an plays | 
4 ” +6 £87 9 ' #3 = 0 : i 
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The Ux lo of Love and Wixe. 1 


ITH women and wine I defv ev'ry care, | 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 1 
For life without thelc, dc. 


2 helping the other, in pleaſur T roll, 
nd a new flow of ſpirits en!iycns u., ioul ; 
Each he! ping the other, &c. 
Let 


1 214] 
Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I cver ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let em have their own humour, and I will hare 


mine. 


Wine prudenily usd will cur ſenſes improve, 

"Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the iuel of love; 

For Venus ne'er look'd with a fmile fo divine, 

As uten Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vince 


Then cc:ne, my Ccar charmer, thou nymph half 
deine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge ne with 
wine; 

Then oiving and taking, in mutual return, 


ne tcich of our loves will eternally burn. 


Bit ſacula'? thou my paſſion for wine diſapyrove, 
My burwcr Vil quit io be bleſt v ith thy iove ; 
For 13:7. r than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 


My Lottie li breeiz, and dewolith my glaſs, 


8 


SONG 163. Cross PurPoOsEs. 


OM loves Marv paſſing well, 
And Mary tic loves Harry; 
But Harry ighs for bonny Bell, 
And nud, his love 1wiicarry ; 
For bonn Bell for Thomas burns, 
Wulle Mary flights his paſtion : 
So ſtrangel) freakiſh are the turns 
Ot human inclination. 


hl wi A : WW 


Has © 
I thin 
But tl 
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Moll gave Hal a wreath of flow'rz, 
Which he in am'rous folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 

Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can he truer ; 

Each loves the cHiect they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much Mary, Thomas grievee, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary ; 

And all the tlouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, the vents on IIarry: 

If one of all the four ras frown'd, 
You nce'er ſ people grummer; 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good humour. 


Then, lovers, hence this leſion learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 


2 How much ' tis ev'ry one's concern 


To ſmile at reformation. | 
And ſtill, chro? lite, this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 
Be kind to them that fancy vou, 
That thoſe you love may like vou. 


80 NG 164. 


LEXIS, a ſaepherd, young, conſtant and 


kind, 


believe. 


Has often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 
I think he's fincere, and he will not deceive ; 
But they tell wen m:id ſhould with caution 


He 


. 
+ 
1 


120 

Ic brought me hi roſe that you ſee in my breaſ; 
H- lagg d me to take it, and tigh'd out the reſt: 
I © u'd not do tels than the favour receive; 


And he thinks it now tweeter, Þ really believe, 


This flow'ret, he ery'd, reads a leſton to you: 


How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view! 


*Twould fade it not pluck'd, as your ſenſe mut | 


conceive— 


I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends : 
plain, 

Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain; 

Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour P11 give; 

And I nc'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe, 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 

To read the ſoft w1thes we're taught to diſguiſe; 

And tells me ſweet tories from morning to eve; 

Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really 
believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 


With joy I ſhall wed him, 1 really believe. 


SONG 1565. 
E that a cuckold 15, let it not grieve him; 
For als wants there is one to relieve him: 
He may ſlecp quietly when his wife's waking, 
And may be fee from care, void of pains- taking : 
7 An 


if they ſtray from the | 
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And his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Caſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
Lids on * nd his 3 ſail both together; 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
Wnile the poor cuckold is at his devotion; 
yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cxſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The merchant upon the ſea ſearching for treaſure, 
What tho' his merchandize be out of meaſure ; 
Yet, if he kiſs a girl, while he is ranging, 

His wife repays him, a bill of exchange, in: 

But his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Non et inventas ; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his place is, 
She will ſtill find that a flaw in his caſe is: 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cxſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt ſtateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Need not to laugh at a citizen horned ; 

For, if tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The city-dames ſtill obey the court-faſhions :; 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


While the poor parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their ſins are abounding; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his tithes to his wife, 
Heedleſs of rules for amendment of life : 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Cxſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 
T You 
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You that are cucke'd!, let this he vour comfort, 
There are feu other bete een this and Ruinterg + 
Þrethren i in a e, FH hands together, 
And never diidaln io went the Full's fcather , 
For vour condition :s 14 to be lend, 
Cuaiur and Pompey wii both of them horned, 
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As man's meit inclin'd to hear, fer, ſmell or taſte; 
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The jingling of guineas, or fame of a feuſt, 
They care not to hear of, unieis they cou'd taſte : 
Tie mus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 
Bu: wha: ne can taite Ot, that's —-y 9 auLatl I meauie 


We wite ſceming mortai-, ive ſenſes retain 
In ine pay vf the will, to be yimps to the brain; 
One leute, like the ſerpent, devours all the reſt, 


Put to touch is the point yet I'll not be ob- 
icene, | 
For to touch is no more than to—g17/5 what 1 
Neu. 5 
; | 


How ſweet the fentation ! how thrilling the blit-, 
When breai joining brea!t, we blend fouls in a 
ris : 


All madneſs the lover, the fair all delight, 


Ev'ry fente then in one they extatic unite : i 
Vhat's that ſenſe of all fenies 7 whye—lcre drons ö 
the ſcene, 4 
"$12 [amet hing that's certain, bur 1 ꝛ 4 | 
Mi its 1 
— TERS — rc — 


S OX G 167, Hoyer, A Paſtoral. & 
V Y Banks are ail ſurnich'd wich bees, ; 


Whole murmur invites one ta less; 
My grotto' are ſhaved with trees, : 
And my hills are wiitz-over with ſueep; 
i fellom have met with alot, 
Such health do my fountains beo; 
My fountiins all border'd with uns, 
Where the hare-bells and violets gro, 
Waere the lare-bells and violets raw. 


2 We 
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T have found out a gift for my fair, 


| have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 


But let me that plunder forbear ; 
She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 


Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 


I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c, 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'r 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine : 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love 1s not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


s ? 


SONG 169. 
HE breed came forth frae the barn, 


And the was dighting her cheeks ; 


How can I be married to-day, 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
T:12t 0a? neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too? 
a breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 
oecd ard marry'd and aw, 
Narry'd and we'd and anv ; 
Ind was /he not very eel off, 
T1 be gd and merr;'d and aw ? 


What 


— 
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What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o'claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the ileas. 
The ſummer is coming on, | 
And we's get picklis a Woo; 
4 We's fee a laſs ol our ain, 
And ſhe'll pin blankets enow. 


5 2 
* 


Iles d and mariyd, Sc. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel flick a this preed! 

[ hal ne a pl:ics in my pocket, 
Tae day | was made aw breed. 

My gown was ltaty-wintey, 
And ne'er a ſalk at ag; 

And you ha' gowns and bu%tin:, 
Mair thin ane or twa. 


To 


Mood and marry d, S. 


Then up ſpake the brced's tether, 
As he came in frae the plough ; 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And ye ie get. geer crough ; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brad baſſen yade, 
Tolade your corn in harvett : 
What wad you ha' yoa jade? 
Moo d and marry'd, Sc. 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came hame frae the kye: 

Wolly wou'd ne'er ha? had you, 
Had he known you, as weel as I 

For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit tor a pure man's wife; 


13 


— 
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Gin I ne'er ha? a better than you, | 
I'ſe ne'er ha” ane in my life. 
I oo'd aud marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſter, 
As the ſat down by the fire: 
O gin I married to-neet, 
*Tis aw that I'd deſire: 
But I, pure girl, muſt live fingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 
1 did na' care what came o' me, 
So I had but a gude man. 
Moo d and marry'd and ano, 
: Marry'd and <voo'd and aw : 
Aid was e not very weel off, 
To be <voo'd and marry'd and aw? 


SONG 170. Lovery Kare. 
'T Windſor, where Thame glides fo ſmoothly 


along, 
Laves the wiſh of my heart, the dear girl ofmy ſong. 
Her name all the day I with raptures repeat, 
And am bleſt when the ſhepherds but talk of my 
Kate, | | 
When my fair one is by, the whole village is gay; 
For tis the, not the ſun, that enlivens the day; 
The 1ads are all happy when round her they wait, 
And the laſfes learn beauty by watching my Kate, 


Should I join the pale lily, or bluſh-painted roſe, 

And with pinks and ſweet woodbines a garland 
compoſe, | 

More lovely to fight are her looks, and more ſweet 

Is the fragrance, that dwells on the lips of my Kate. 

Huſh, huſh, ye vain warblers, no more croud 

ſpray, Nor 


( 223 J 
Nor think to delight with your love-liven'd lay; 
With ſucceſs each may tune the ſhrill note to his 
mate, 


But your notes are all harſh to the voice of my Kate. 


As ſhe fits on the banks by the fide of a ſtream, 
The fiſh, without fear, feed and play to the brim ; 
And why ſhould they not, they can think no deceit, 
Such truth is confeſt in the looks of my Kate? 
The ſhepherds bring poſies of lowers, but the maid 
Cries, theſe are but emblems, that I too muſt fade: 
But myrtles I'll bring, and in their happy date, 
Shew the unfading charms of the mind of my 
Kate. 


SONG 11. 


HILLIS, to whom none dare be rude, 

Whoſe modeſt looks conceal d the prude, 
By chance was ſeen, the other day, 
Alone in ſhady groves to ſtray : 
Perhaps you'll atk what fhe was at, 
I dare not tell, but mum for that, mum for that, 
| mum for that, 

I dare not tell, but mum for that. 


She ſaw a lovely youth appear, 

Fearleſs where virgins ought to fear, 
Well, and what then, ſuppoſe ſhe did, 
We know that ſcandal's apt to fib, 
Perhaps you'll aſk what they were at, 
I dare not tell, but mum for that. 


Ye fair ones let this inſtance prove, 


There's no concealing lawleſs love ; 
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In ſecret lurks the buiy ſpy, 
Nay trees have oft an unieen eye; 
Would you cancel what you'd be at, 
Be more reſerv d, but main for thas. 


Since Love maſt then each boſom rue, 
His preccpts learn from -irtue's ſchool, 
] et wedlock authorize the yourh, 

Who burns with honour and with truth; 
Aud ſuould you ok, what he'd be at? 

I dare not tell, but mum tor that, 


SONG: 17>. 


OUNG Damon percefving Flirtilla paſs by, 
Like higi ning o tiſs her he flew, 
But ſhe with a rug le and ron, made reply, 
Iro Pl cry our i“ vou do. 
But the with a Hruggle and frown, made reply, 
[ vow Pit cry out if you <9, 


For ſt.ould mv hamma, wio is in the next room, 
But hear you, ſhe' cauſe row to rue, 

She']] forbid you the houle, then do not preſume, 
I vow VI cry out if you do. 


But Damon was not to be terrifv'd fo, 
All wom n {ove kifling he knew; 

When he ofter'd again, 'twas pray let me gg, 
i vow Þil cry out it you do. 


The youth by refiitance, was fill more inflam'd, 
And kiſſes ke ſtole nut a few ; 
This rudene!ts forbcor, fir, the ſoft! 7 exclaim'd, 
I vow I'll cry out it you do. 
Thus 


1 — — 
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Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, like a woman at whiſt, 
The reſolute youth bolder grew, 
But ſtill ſhe made anſwer, I will not be kiſs'd, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


Then Damon reſolv'd his laſt efforts to ſtrike, 
And ſoon made the damſel come to; 

She ſigh'd and reply d, you may take what you like, 
I will not cry out if you do. | 


5 


SONG 173. Tur Conrzssiox. 


Ny the ſide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 

I met with young Phoebe who lives at the 
mill. 

My heart leap'd with joy at fo pleaſing a fight, 

For Phœbe, I vow, is my only delight. 


I told her my love, and ſat down by her fide, 

And * next morning I'd make her my 
ide; | 

In anger, ſhe ſaid, get you out of my fight, 

And 2 your Phillis, you met here laſt night. 


Surpriz d, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean, 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, 

Nor can I conceive what my Phœbe is at. 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd, well, I love you for that. 


Say, did not you meet her laſt night on this ſpot t 
O Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgot, 

I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat; 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. 


Tis falſe, I reply*d, deareft Phœbe, believe; 
For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive, 
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You very weli know he has ruin'd zoung Pat, 


And fare, my dear charmer muit hate him for that, 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, ii you mean to be 


kind, 
I'll own 'twas to know the true tate of your mind. 
Troniported i kiſo'd her, foe gave mega pat, 
made her my wife, and me luyes me for that, 


SY 


SONG 174 The Rov in Reclaim'd, 


ambled about for a twelve- month, I vow, 

I In ſearch of a damſel for life; 

For roving perplex'd me, | con!.! rat tell how, 
So veniured at lail on a wile. 


The girls of the town each race mull well know, 
Inbiiter the pleaſures vi lite, 

For evil: on evils will contlantly flow, 
And make us all with for a wife. 


A miſtreſs, *ris true, who's youthivl and gay, 
May ſwecten the troubles of life, 

And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow away z 

But what is all this to a wite, 


In wedlock alone true leature we find, 
To gild tae rough paitage thro? lie, 

Theu cùhuſe out a tafs with 2 delicate mind, 
And ri: the dear charmcr a wile. 


And von, O ve fair. be Kind- to the man, 
Wi clots to bleſs you far Lin, 

Be constant and true, and as fend es you can 
For the ſe are the charms ci A ite. 


SONG 


＋ꝓ— — —— —— ——— 


Wha 


The 
The 
Wit! 


1 
SONG 175. 
An Ov: fir .o Loxo MaroR's Dax. 


I%:\.CITATIVEes 
RITONS, attend; I fing, in merry lay, 
| The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 
day : 
What ſurfeits caught, what feeding v hen they dine, 


What ſober citizens get drunk by nine: 


What fohts are icen, what ratthng, fuſs and noiſe, 


Of coachcs, Carts, inen, women, girls, and boys, 
Who itreets, hulks, windows, tops of houſes throng, 
To view his lordihip pals in fate along. 


Alx. 

7605 Londen is a fire tonuu, Sc. 

Oh! Lord Mayor's ow, to brave and gay, does 
honour to the city, 

And old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own 
tis vaitly pretty; 

To ſee the gilded coach and fix, and man in 
armour ride, 

In pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, unto the 
water-iule, 

And when, in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of 
good clicer, 

What pity tis fo fine a fight ſhould come but 
once a year! 

Oh! Lord-Mziyor's ſhow, fo brave, &c. 


RECIiTATIVE. 
The huſtle o'er, the covaleade gone by, 
The mob diſpers'd, to d aner's all the cry. 
With haſten'd feps, as keenell hunger call:, 


The 


ö 
, 
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The ftarv'd mechanicks ſeek their diff rent hall, 


Art the full groaning board each takes his ſeat, 
With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat, 


AIR. 
( Ghoſts of ev'ry Occupation, c. 


Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, 
All with napkins tuck'd before em, 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt : 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe and turkies ! 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſe-cakes, cuſtards, tarts and jellies, 
Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ftuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt. 


ReciTtaTive. 
Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd ; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail. 
Some _ ſome laugh, fome ſmoak, — ſnoring 
le, 
And ſome with jovial ſongs old care defy. 
Alx. 
Coma hither, my country Sguire, &c.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink, 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives; 
Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink, 


Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 
Choaus. 


ö 


But ſ. 
Mirth 
Now 


— — 
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CHORU $. 
Such faaking, fuch Smoking, and Jeking, 
Such guzzling hore you joe; 
The buck and fu r'd £62 FOgcemer fit dun, 
And all are gaci COmbamys 
To enjoy life winlos we may, 
PII prove from the ſcriptures is right; 
Old Lot us d, tie fh, to taddie all day, 
And lie with ts doxy at night. 
Such [oaritnsy PPE hr . dg, 2 Ce 
RECITATIVEs. 
But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows, 
Mirth and good humovy turn to wards and blovs ; 
Now rogue and cu kolt thro the hall refound, 
And wigs, and can2s, and cravats, {rw the ground; 
Till bright Aurora rears her roly head, 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 
AIR, 
(T here qu: a;oTial Ceggar, S.. „ 
Let heroes both b. land and fea, | 
Their deed? in cattle boait ; 
They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 
Then a guttiing ave Tvidl go, will go, vill go. 
Then a guitlins wwe will 20s 
In ſtory we are told of one, 
An ox flew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he ate him up; 
Gods! what a glorious twiſt! 
Ten a guttling, Se. 
If then good eating's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
« God bleſs the court of Aldermen, 
* The Sheriffs, and Lord Mayor. 


A hun a guttling they do ga, do go, do 0%." 
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By Mr. CZ ond Arixaxnper STEvERs, 
Fond fatbh?: to number his race, 
And exuit c bioom that juſt buds on 
their face 
With their pratile 1. ot di ity munſel! 'entert ain, 
And read in their 4723125 their tov) mother again. 


Men oft pleaſures, be z:ute ; this is life's lovely 
VICW ; | 

When we lool on our young ones, our youth we | 
renew. © | 


| 
Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy; | 
No deceit here Ciitracis, no dc bauches deſtroy; | 
From the May-morn of youth to winter's white | 
age, 
Hand in hand with contentment we ſing thro' 
life's nage; 
And when death bids us ſtop we end eaſy our 
ſong, 
Then give the gods thanks that we've liv'd wel 
10 long. 


SONG 
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INCE Jenny thinks mean her heart's love i 
deny, 
And Peggy's uncaf\ when Harry's not by ; 

Fil own, without blu! Uing, were all the work 
by, ö 
That Willy s the lad, the lad for me, | 

That Willy's the lad, the la 2 for me 1 

14 


Then 
When 
Whoſ 
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He brought me a wreath which his hands did 


com poſe, 


Where the dale-loving lily was twin'd with the 


roſe ; 
Young myvrtle in ſprigs did the border 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 


And Willy's, &c. 


incloſe. 


By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd ; 
The roſe, like your lips, in vermilion is dreſs'd; 


And the lily for whiteneſs would vie 


breaſt. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 


And Willy's, &c. 


Theſe ribbons of mine were his giſt at 


with your 


the fair : 


My mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, beware! | 


D'ye think I regard her ? Not I, I decl 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


Arc. 


Beneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 
I ſaw my young ſhepherd; how fweet was his 


look ! 


He aſk'd for one kiſs, but an hundred he took. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 


And Willz's, &c. 


Then what can I do? O inſtruct me, ye maids, 


When a lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly inv 
Whoſe filence as much as his language 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


ades, 
perſuades, 
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SONG 178. 
oy on Tay” 8 bau! sI winder'd in ſearch of 


4. 1. 


How tooth was the Nrean:! 
Pe 4 
To nothing but thee uch a ſcene compare; 3; 
Aud thee it reſenbics „dear jenny. 


ud how ſoft was the 


The deep cryſtal wave was a tyre of thy face; 
[ thought it ſo clear it niht uud tor thy glaſs, 
Aud the curl, that were these for thy dimple: 
might pats 
I vow'd *twas tie picture of Jenny, 


Methought I took in alt the charms of thy =Y 

To virtue, to love, and to pity incline, 

The tender ſoſt paffions that fest no rude wind, 
For calm is the boſom ct jenny. 


All pleas'd vith the proſpect, 1 wiſh'd the bright 
maid 
Cou'd have ſeen her dear ſelf in this mirrordiſplay'd; 
'was like her when laſt the ſweet girl I ſurvey d: 
Like none it could be but my Jenny. 


But ſudden a tempelt I ne'er faw before 
lade the bi!!ows ariſe, and the waves foam and 
roar 3 
thcu ght that I ſcarcely was ſafe 
Th, me! eren then i: 


on the ſhore : 
W4S lenny. 


The ſame dreadſul fight, when to ſpleen you're 
inclin'd, 
When do me you are crois, an: to others are kind: 
But never, dear girl, raiſe this Yorm in your mind: 
"Twill kill me, believe me, dear Jenny. 
SONG 


— — 


of 


— _— 
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SONG 175. 


AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The prettie!t young ſhepherd that pipes on 
the. plain; 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 


And I'd often ſay No, often {ay No, when I long'd 


to ſay Ves, (to ſay Yes. 
And I'd often ſay No, often ſay No, when I long'd 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his 
. their fleece; 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair, than 

I could hardly ſay No, tho' atham'd to luy Yes, 

I could hardly, &c, 


Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grove ; 

He preis'd my hand hard, and in fighs hreath'd 
his love; | 

Then tenderly ad, if I'd grant him a kiis ? 

I defign'd to've ſaid No, but miſtook, and faid 


[ deſign'd, &c. [ Yes, 
At this, with delight, his heart danc'd a his 
breat ; 


ve Gods! he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 

Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal 
bliſs : 

To prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Ves. 

To prevent, &c. 


I n&er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

Incer was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 

You mutt all die old maids, it you will not ſay Yes; 

You mutt all die old maids, all die old maids, if 
you will not ſay Yes, | 


U 3 SONG 


i 
„ 
[| 


[ 
| 
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SONG 1: Dy Mr. Garnics, White 


NC wore Ui! tune the vocal ell, 
6 5 15 nn. d: e. N 4 „ Mon teil, 


A flame nich tit Can never "quell, 
But buras f rie, my Peggy: 

Lou, greater har TY c lyre tho uld hit; 

Fer 12) hat fu! 00 1s rare ! it, 

1 han to record the {gy rkliuc wit 


Ard! Pieoöo n OZ lovely Ness ? 


The ſun fri! rug in the rom, 

'F its ds t- th: d A beſpang led thorn, 
Docs not io mien the ay adorn, 

As dete: NV 0 elv 34 

And uk u in het lap to reſt, 

He arc; s with old the redu v weſt, 
He's 1 t fo bei Redus at, undrelt, 


Nan ; ter Apo 

2 6 5 # w# MLS. = — F * 22 
R nen ze vir on the villet hlowe, 
Cr brett. UN The damatl rote, 


F:-cocs nut h. af me 1wects Uliciole, 
| * GS 17 17 Ic els . 1 
1 Lale 4 11 dne 01 her d 3 '9 
A 4 / A » as 4 * 1 . 
And (tat zue) nounit hut truth l ay, 
The trau raude ex the vlocining May, 
Wes uad f tet as Pe: gy. 


Wus the ar: d in ruflc weed, 
With ner tic eating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the Hut u reed, 

To pou ale 1, iy I: vely Peggy: 
With her a cortage v.ould delight; 
Ali's nappy whem ihe's in my lig nt; 
But when fhe's gone, tis endif; night, 


All's dark without my Pe gv. 


— —— —— 


While 


4+ —— — _—_— — — 
— 
2 
2 


5 
| 
N 


( 235 J 
While bees from flow'r to flow?r ſtill rove, 
And linne:s warole thro” tf gtose, 
Or ately 1wans the water, ive, 

So long ſhall | love Peg: 
And, when death, wich his potated dart, . 
Shall krike the biow that rive> my heart, | 
My words ſhall be when | depart, | 

Adiev, my lovely Peggy ! 


SONG 181. Nancy Dawson, 


F all the girls in our town, 
The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
Who dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none like Nancy Dawſon : 
Her eaſy mein, her ſhape fo neat, 
She foots, ſhe trips, the look: ſo ſweet, 


Her every motion is complete; i 
I die for Nancy Dawſon. | | 
See how the comes to give ſurprize, i 
Witli joy and pleaſure in her eyes! | 
To give delight the always tries, | 


So means mv Nancy Dawſon: | 
Was there no taſk robiirutt the way, i 
No Shuter bold, nor houſe ſo gay, 
A bet of fits pounds I'll lay, | 

That I gain'd Nancy Dawſon, | N 


See how the op'ra takes a run, 

Exceeding ilamlet, Lear, or Lun, 

Though in it there would be vo fun, 
Wat not for Nancy Dawſon. 

Tho? Beard and Brent charm ev'ry night, 

And female Peachum's juttly right, 

And Filch and Lockit pleaſe the ſight, 
Tis crown'd by Nancy Dawſon, See | 
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Sec little Davy ſtrut and puff, 
Pox on the op'ra and ſuch ſtuff, 
My houſe is never full enough; 
A curſe on Nancy Dawſun. 
Tho' Garrick he has had his day, 
And forc'd the tov. a his laws t 'obey, 


New Johnny Rich is come in play, 
With help of Nancy Dawſon. 


— 


SONG 182. 


—— 


The H1i:1s of Loxpos, 
Tune: Strawuborry Hil, 


OME cry up famous Dowzate-Hill, 
For Cornhill tome declare; 
And ſome ſay that with Fiſh-flreet-hill, 
No dung-kil] can compare: 
Put aſk the brims of London town, 
W ho know the hills full well; 
If Ludgate-hiil, it Ludgat hill, 


Don'c bear away ꝛue bell. 


Moi} loves to tramp 9'cr Tower-hill, 
With Jack her tun burnt mate; 

And Nan prefers St. Mary's-hill, 
Cauſe near to Billingſgate: 

But neither at the farious hills 5 
If blear-ey' Sue C an teil, 

From Lucg re-hil , rom Lud: 2e-hil, 
Doth bear away the bell. 


Let Southwark bc! St. Marg'ret'--hill, 
Wich ſeſlions houſe fo trin: ; 
Or Clerkenwell or Saffron-hill, 
Vith many a bunt and brim 


But 


1 
Bat ak the bullies, bawds, and wivrcs, 
Who molt in vice excel, 
Ff Ludgatc-hill. if Ludgate-hill. 
In vice don't bear the bell 


Since Wee ſung of Strawberry-hill, 
And other nills all round; 

There's not a hill, among them all, 
That doe; his praiſe refountd, 

Ah, peace be to his flummery, 
I with him vaitly weil; 

But Ludgate-hill, but Ludgate nl, 
Shall ever bear the bell. 


Great Maclane went up H: born-hill, 
As Sheppard did cf yore, 

As many have done before and fuce, 
As ſo will toutundcs more. 

Down Sncu-hill, fo up Fi! rn 
While tolls St. Pulchler's tell; 

Such herocs go, in diſmal wor, 
To bid the world farewel. 


SONG 183. 
The Lass with the Gorlprex Locks, 


O more of my Harriot, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright beauties» at charm'd me 
Myſelf tor a ſlave to pay V/cuus P'v. d, [beforez 

And barter'd my freedom tor ringlets of gold; 
| throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 

And will fing of the lais with her z0lden locks. 

I throw down my pipe, cc. 

'Tho? 


( 238 J 
Tho? o'cr her white forehead the gilt treſſes flow, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock of ſnow, 
Such, painters of old drew the queen of the fair, 
"Twas the taſte of the ancients, s claſſical hair; 
And tho” witlings way ſcoff, and tho” raillery 
mocks, 


Yet I'il ſing of the laſs with her golden locks. 


Tran the ſwan in the brook ſhe's more dear to 
my fight ; 
Her mein is more ſtately, her breaſt is more white, 
Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 
And are tit for the pleaſure and language of lore: 
At the park in the mall; at the play in the box, 
Ny lais bears the bell with her golden locks, 


Her beautiful eyes as they roll or they flow, 
Shall be glad for my joy, or ſhall weep for my woe; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart and ſhe'll ſooth my 

ſoft pain, 
While thouſands of rivals are ſighing in vain, 
Let them rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the 
fox, 
While I have the laſs with her golden locks, 
Let them rail, &c. 


-_ 2 — —— — 


SONG 184. 


S Jockey was walking one midſummer morn, 
He fat him down careleſs beneath a green 
thorn ; 
He had not fat long ere a damſel came by, 
To whom Jockey ſent forth a languiſhing eye, 
4 languiſl. 


A lanouiſt 


a languiſhing eye, 
wen” hd 
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Did you fee, ſays the fair one, a fleece brindled 
ram, 
With two little lambkirs trot each by their dam; 
If you did, gentle ſhepherd, pray tel! me which 
, — * 7 
The innocent rovers neglostfully tray? 
The innocent, &. 


He told her, he fav hen paſs haſtily by, 

And make to the copſo, though in faith 't as a lie; 

The damſel the curtſy bd and thank'd with a bluſh, 

But jockey flole after, and lurk'd in a buſh, 

Stole after, ſtole after, and lurk'd in a buſh. 

She ſearch'd the copſe o'er but no ſheep could ſhe 
find, 

Then heartily curs'd the young ſwain in her mind; 

She found ſhe was trick'd, but alas! filly maid, 

She knew nor the ſnare was fo artfully laid. 

She knew not, &c. 


The ſhepherd appear'd, and ſaid pretty maid; 
Thy ewes and thy lambkins have happily ftray'd 
Then ſprung to her cloſely and raviſh'd a kits, 


But the damſel {cem'd coy, and cry'd fye ! *twas 


amiſs; 
Seem'd coy, ſcem'd coy and cry'd fye! 'twas amiſs. 
Howe'er as her friends little liberty gave, 
She left her old gaffer to truſt the young knave; 
And now tho” her theep are all ſaſe in the pen, 
She viſits the copie o'er and o'er again. 
She viſits the copſe o'er and o'er again. 


SONG 
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SONG 1s; 


Pürliu's Raus to ExcLang, | 


Tune: Bullinamone. 


AYS Phelim, in Ireland no longer Pl] ſtay, 
Pve got ſo much money my debts I can't pay, 
Iwill go to England and paſs for a lord, 

A bag-wig by my fide, on my head a long ſ 

Sing Ballinamone ora, an Engliſh lady for mu. | 
As I travel along hor; the people will fare, 
At my coach and fx horſes drawn by an old mare, 
I went ſleep on the road, nor make no delays, | 
But leitI be weary, III be going ten days, 


And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 
I'll lodge at St. James's or elle at Bear-key, 
PI1 fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 


And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all, | 


Each day i will walk all round croſs the park, 
Each moon-ſhiny night, at noon when ' tis dark, 
With my coat laced over the beaux to alarm, 
With my hat in my hand to keep my wig warm. 


Each night at the play in the box I will ſhine, 
And tell {ome rich widow ſhe is more divine 
Than Pluto or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart Fl] betray. 


I'll drink her good health when I dine every morn, 
And give her a fine filver cup made of horn, 
ll make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 


And ſend her two letters by the poſt at one = 
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Each night at her toilet when ihe rifes from bed. 
Wh-n the combs her hands and waſtes her head, 
Wie my eyes very mo:!elt I'll ftare in her ice, 
And tell her for love that my guts bur: and blaze, 


Tin perſuade her to well in a day or two more, 
Next morning betime at noon about four, 

To church | will carry my beaur tel bride, 

On a pillion before me cloſe by my left ſide. 


And when we are married the drums the ſkai! ring, 
The bells they ſhall bent and the fddier fing, 

To Dublin UF! carry my charmer ſtraitway, 

In the midſt of winter when here making of hay. 


My Aunt lac Mahon I'll invite to the feaſt, 
Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall he dreſt, 
Arrack punch made of whifky in bumpers ſhall flow 
And all my relations thail come to the ſhow. 

— 


SON G 186. 


Met in our village a ſwain t'other day: 
te ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay; 
Then bluih'a, and, 1n lan unge I nr'er heard be- 
ta re, 
He talk d much of love, and ſome pains that he bore: 
But what was his meaning I know not, I vow ; 
Vet, alas! my poor heart felt, 1 cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'l<t and roſe, 

He brings me, and. every feet fewer that grows; 

The iweere't, and gu: eil, he picks from the reſt, 

And begs me to wear the! fine things in my breaſt: 

But what is his meaning, I know not, | vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor heat feels, I cannot tell how. 
At 


j 
I 


At my feet the urg ſhepherd for ever! fee, 
Proteſling he never V6 20 hy: mez 

Hie gazes with trant art in kites me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be eontiant and true: 
But what is his meant, | ende net, | vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor acaic lech, I cannot telt how. 


I oft ſec the tears Ur amine fail from hi; eves, 
| ' y . 
And hear him, bor yout!:; brioatie a thouſand 
{oft nehs; 
He tells me, no nvmph in the world is like me, 
Nor ſhepherd a live to unhbepp as he: 
But hat;! bo his meaning, | ono not, | vow ; 


Yet, alas! my poor heart teels, I cannot tei how. 


Why does the dear mepherd to me thus complain, 

And fay that my cheat the cauſe of his 2 f 

Indeed, were une (ter his fate «4 deplore 

That he {uricr's for me, be thould tutter no more: 

Fed do all ! could to relicrve hin [ VO, 

That my heart might he ente, ty) 1 cannot tell 
how. 


— 
— — 


QNC 182. 


The Vnnatu ral: PaktNT;:0; 
The Vin gis's lad Rrsorvz. 


7. virgias ho do linen 
Lo what cr your mothers fay, 
Ee rul'd by me, aud leds acrec, 
No longer to obey: 
For I've bee en nubb'd and Fre been drubb'd, 
*T ul Pve been biack and biuc :; 
Bur I I] behave no more as a tlc, 


I waſh I may dic u 1 do. Both 


8 
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Both night and day the prates away, 
about my being nice; 

But | declare, Two | wake yoa ſtare, 


ie: To hear her dull advice: 
She ſays, thet | from men mult fly, 
WW, Or miſchief vill enſure ; 


But in all the kind, no harm find, 
Ie with I may die if 1 do. 


She ſavs that youth, fill blin: 1 to truth, 
, The danger ne'er can tell, 
And 'tis fro n ſenſe and ex porience, 
That ſhe can talk ſo well: 


. But if ſhe got ſenſe from experience, 
55 She may depend upon't, 

n, I'] try to be as wiſe as ſhe, 

f I wiſh I may die if 1 don't. 

e: Young Damon gay, che other day, 


Wou C rug gle for : a Kiſs 5 
I pave and cry'd, and him did chide, 
ii hrs hat d you mean by th's? | 9 
"Tis wend'rous rude, that you Il intrude, 
When I've to oft” ſorb! 1 
| I with may die, if you dea't make me cry; 
But I wiſh I mia »die if he did. 


Then l'll be free, Whiln young I be, 

| And let my mother (coli ; | 

And Þ!l Qdeipitc being quite as wile, 
Until Jam quite as old. 

At forty- three a prude I'll be, 

| And lay my follies by; 

But never till then, will! ſhun the men, 
It I dal with 1 may die. 


a X-2 SONG 


SON G 188. 
Upon Mrs. Worrixcrox. 


By Sir CuarLes Ii. WILIIAus. 


FAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kifſes, 
For ſwecter no girl ever gave 

But why, in the midit of my bliſſes, 

Do you ak me how many I'd have? 
I am not to be {tinted in pleaſure, 

Then prithee, cear Chlue, be kind; 
For fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 

To numbers I'll nc'er be coniin'd, 


Count the bees that on Hybla are plaving, 
Count the flowers that enamel the helds, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain tha: rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many itzrs are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill mall be aſking ſor more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart d hich, dear Chlue, is thine; 

In my arms I'd for ever er old thee, 
And twid round thy neck like a vine: 

Watt jo, can de 0:2ater than this is! 
Me life on thy . 1s ſhall be ſpent: 

Put the wretch who ca nunber kis kiſſes 
Wi always with few te content. 
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«SONG 189. The SaiLors' RESsOoTU TiO. 


OW little do the landmen know 
Of what we jailors feel, 

When waves do mount, and winds do blow! 

But we have hearts of eri: 
No danger can affright us; 

No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the monſicurs right us; 

So toſs the can about. 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and tink : 
Then, France, have-at your firſt-rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
We'll rummage ail we fancy; 
We'll brind them in by ſhoves 1 : 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in Louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wives, freely, boys, 
And then to fea for more: 
In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys; 
In war we'll never ily ; 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the roya! family. 


SONG 150. Jorx and NeLL. 
8 Nell {at underneath her cow, 
Upon a cock CT Nas, 
ble jun was coin! ng trow his pleugh, 
And chanc'd. to g. ais that v 4: 


X "3 Like 
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Like light' ning to the maid he flew, 
Ana by the hand he ſqucez'd her 

Pra * Ju ing the 1 05 bak be qu. 10 200 | 
And Gown d becauſe ke reaz'd her. 


Young Cupid from hs mother's knee, 
Ot rv'd her form tle tne: 

Go n, and pro , er, J h (favs he) 
And | will be the guide; 

Then and at Nel) 1 Art, 
Fic mprive :tloon r 

She fi. Gy cr; It, 
An: 41 8 


2 
oy 


{[mart,”? 
ien eus her. 


» 6 el | \ 6 5 


The peiſ n {3521 dan 1 
And in the nick he z'd her: 

She. tiembling, Wola, aud hong her head, 
Then Lai! 3 i plcas's her. 


ä 


—— — — — — — — —ÆK——— Q — 


SONG 
/ HEN tutor'd by mother, fie often times 
7 taid, 
Ti«re's money bid for thee girl, hold up thy head; 
She laid out my work with a houſes. 115 ly Care, 


And making à mar, bid me ſtick à pin there. 
Stick a pin, &c. 


191, Sriez a Pix there. 


The kumour ſo pleas 5˙d me, however abſurd, 
That in (pi: it ef my teeth t becatar a cant word; 
And orc. „hen the parten had ended his pray'r, 


I could rot he Ip cally Out, Rick à piu there. 
Stick à pin, &c. 


He 
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He came to my mother, and louly compflain'd; 
Harden Hale l. but my ſorrow cas 16h .d: 
And before h- coul clap ht. at bum in a chair, 
Iſtil» 909 {| n n, and did ick a In ners. 
tick a in. & . 
I met my Car j in zel oſ new hay. 
H kiſs ne lt 207 nie. 11 anorgus play; 
A en GOW 1 to LIES >. emen JAILED 5 
He nab fard , „ uld you lick a pin there. 
Stick a piu, K. 


He often attem tee to ride wy charms; 

As often I vu'n'd the ar yourh from my arms; 
But fone or later h. Gaitte ny cares 

For [ack is the lad that mall —itick a pin there. 


Stick a pin, &. 


SONG 192. Mor Cars. 


Wi | at mv u in dow am gazing, 
"Tis not at a comet or ltar, 
But an object more bright and mare pleaſing ; 
1he face ©: my tweet Molly Carr: 
No Daphne, no Chloe, nor Phillis, 
Tic? ports put them on the par 
With the beauties of roſce or lilies, 
Can vie with my ſweet My!lly Carr. 


Ye Soldiers who boa{t in your prattle, 
Yet always Tt pe danger iS far , 

You're more ſafe from the cannons in battle, 
Than the cyes of my ſwcet Molly Carr: 


The 
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The Prelate ſo famous for teaching 
The excellent virtues of tar; 
Had he een her he'd] left of his preaching, 
Jo treat of the iweet „, oliy Carr. 


Ye lawyers who make vourſelves drudges, 
With n. uch dirty v 01k at the bar ; 

You wou'd quit all \ Our tees and the judges, 
To plead o * dat I. 5 Carr: — 

Ye doctors fo card e in ph, 
Who nature's decahs can repair ; 
May ſearch, but you'!! find no ſpecific 

So certain as iwee: Moll, Carr, 


Flic N 


Let thoſe out of pla- with. me nation, 
With great ones ternali, jar: 

I am humbly content with my itation, 
So {miles but my ſect Motiv Carr: 

Tho? rich as crœtus in tealure, 
In kingdoms as great as a Czar 

All, all } wou'd lay dewn with p 1 aſure, 
At the fect of my tweet Molly Carr. 


SON he I. Ass of the Brook, 


173. 
De Vir. GER 


9 a brook's oral, brink in the willow's cool 


Pg” 
we, a 


IL EXAN DER STEVENS. 


"The primrotes rc. ing, reclin' 1 x fair mai d; 
She por's o'er the ſtream that imp'd dey aion 
Well pleas'd, jaw heriéf, and thus tua'd her jo 
tong. 101g. 
Vell pleas'd, ſaw herſelf, and thus tun'd * 
he 


—— — 


— E —— ——— — — — 
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Tho? the *(quire's fine ſweetheart ſhould look in 
the itream, 
If the cryſtal tells truly, more comely I ſeem: 
What's the daiſies, the peach, or the ſtrawberry's 
dye? 
With white and red blooming, more comely am . 0 
With white, &c. 


2 


— 
ny — — — wy w way; -— —-— . — - +,» 
93 _ E 2 — * 


As oft thro” tho church vard on ſundays I tread, 

While gaping tools gr: uning Ger tomb- ones are 
ſpread, 

With raptures they praiſe me ; | keep on my way, 

And, down looking, ſeem not to hear what they ſays 

And, down, &c. 


Each kneeling ſwain, lou ay, proteſts Jam fair; 


Yet none can deli; at me t 1! Strephon I hear: A 

Speed your ſearch, you ir.ll lungiiers, til otrophon | 
you ſee; - -. 

Then tell him, he's ſtay'd for, he's ſtay'd for by me. ; 

Then tell him, he's Hay d tor, he's tap ' d for by me. L 


SONG 194. By Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, | 

The itreamers wavink in the wind, | 

When black-ev'd Suſin came en board, i 
Oh! where hall i my ti ne- lese und? 
Tell me, ve joy tal bull lars, tell me tis vs 

if my fiveet William fails ameng your crew? 


William, who high, upon the vard, 
Rock's by che billows to an 1 tro, 
Soon 2 45 — ell. now None lie he: rd, 
He figl's and cat! his cy c. below 3 


The 
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The cords fly fwifily through his glowing hangs 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he tlands, * 


So the ſweet lark high poet in air, 
Shuts che his ons to his breaft, 
If chonce hie now ill voice he hear, 

And drops atone into her nett. 
Then blot es tn in the Pritiſh fleet, 


Might envy. Wil tics lips tho kiſtes ſweet. 


O Suſan! Sutin! lovely dear! 
M, ows ſhatl ever true remain; 
Let we wipe off that f.ilin» tear; 
We only part to meet again. 
Change us ve hit. e winde, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compats that {:!l points to thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt „ich coubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell theo latlors, when away, 

In cev'ry por: a mitrels ünd: 
Yes, yes, believe them when ther tell thee ſo, 
For thou art pretent v. kereice'er | go. 


If to fair India's coal we ſail, 


Tire ces are teen ir di'monds bright; 


Thu breath is Airic's fp.cy gale; | 


— 
* 
— *» 


Ihy fkin 15 1vory to whit 
Thus ev'ry beantcous object that I view 


Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sue. | 


Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, | 
Let not my pretty ouſan mourn ; 

Tho” canncus roar, vet fate from harms 
Wil iam ſhall to his dear return: 

Love turns aude the ball that round me iy, 


Leſt precious tears thuuld wiop from Sulan's = | 
| The f 
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No lo: 
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The boatſwain gave the dreadiul word, 
| The {ails their (wel! 1155 bot. in ſp e: 41; 
No longer muſt me | {iv un board; : 

They kils 80 mne 1:+h'd he hung his head: | 
Fer let ni! 10 Fo. _ unn! LITE "= ros to 14 i} 2 : } 
Adieu! ſhe cry d, and way d hee li I; hand. 


SONG 1953. By Mr. Garrick. 9 
| : | 
| OME, cher up. me lads, 'tis to glory we ſteer, | 
| To add Went new to th's wonderful | 

Vears na 


To honour we call you, not pref vou lik ſlaves; 
| For who arc io free, as we lons of the waves? 


| CHORUS, . " 


Erart of 5 are our ſhip;, heart of 6ax are our mer, E 
1 alt t ready, | 
Ste, ly, hey: . fiend} ; 


V il K fri 4 avs" Conmucr again, ond again. iN 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we with them to ſtay; 
They never ice us but they wich us aua; 


It they run, why we toilow, and run ti: 2M a ore, 
| For if thev won't Int us, WE caanot do more. 


They f. ear they? Il invade u 3. thcie terrible foes, 
They 'tlfric hten our women, our c::il.frenavdbeaus, 
Bit mould their dat-bottoms in dark wess Zet Wer, 

1 Sail Britons tacy'll find, to receive them on ſhore. 


We'll Kill make them ron, 5 we i111] make them 
In ſp: te ct the Devil, a. = 3: uiils gaz tte; | f wear, 

en cliear up, by 8 da, with anc voice let us ung, 
* Our ſoldicrs, Zur fall ite, our Rateimeu, au kin“. 


de SONG 
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SONG 196. 
N a primroſy har by a murmurins ſtream 
P. Ora fat hinving, and | was her theme; 
Whilu chaim'd v.ith her beauty behind a green 
buth, 
I liften'd to hear her ſoſt tale with a bluſh, 


Of all the young ſhepherds that pipe on the reed, 
"Tis Damon alone | can fanc: indeed; 

I tel] him I value him no nat a bold 

Vet lurely 1 love him, or why co I bluſh ? 


When TI went to the grove at the. top of the hill, 
It was the lat Mav—1 remember it tile; 
He hrou aht me ane.tot \ cuny liuncts quite fluſh, 


And | tte kind preient receiy'| with a bluth. 


Whenever he meets me he“ ümper and ſmile, 
I ſeem as | did nor obſerve him a white ; 
He oter'a to kiis me, | gav- aim a puth, 
Why cau't you be eat; : 1 crv'd with a bluſh, 


On ſunday he came to entreat my to walk, 

"Twas down in a meadow, anc love was his talk; 
He call'd nic his dearch, vrav Damon be huſh ! 
There's fomebo.y coming, 1 cry 'd with a bluſh. 


My mother ſhe chide+ «len J mention the ſwan, 
Foriids me to go to the mea ows again 
But ſure for his ſake ! will venture a bruſh, 
For love him 1 do, 1 conteis with a bluſh. 


Thus warbl'd the fair, and my heart leap'd for joy, 
Tho? litile ſhe thou; ht that her Damon was nigh ; 
But chancing to 1py me behind a green buſh 


She ended her long, and arofe with a bluſh. 
SONG. 


—S — 


— — 


R 

1 
Thali. 
She'll 


The S A VO YT AGS. 


RAY, which of the nine ſhail humbly invore, 
To aid a fad ftorv convey d in a joke : 
Thalia's a laſs who ſuch humour ſupplies, 
She'll make you to laugh with the tears in youreyes, 
Derry dra, down, down, Gerry de dun. 


To make the tale ſhort, leſt you think it prolix. 
On july the ſeventeenth, fifty and fix, | 
Mac-Cullough ſet ſail in the packet of Cheſter, 
Good lack! had you ſeen her, your heart would 
have bleſs'd her. Derry down, Cc. 


But oh! what a medley was there beſides ſailors, 
Of actors and ſingers. and poets and tay lors, 
Two hundred ſpalpeens, who to Venus were 


martyrs 3 
With the itch in their fingers and lice in their 
quarters. Derry down, c. 


The packet in haſte to Beaumaurice was veering, 
When, lo! a large th;p towards our veſſel was 
ſteering ; 50 
But ſoon as to view a white head did appear, 
Odzooks, they all cry'd, 'tis a French privateer. 
Derry down, Fc. 


This terrible ſhip, with her ftreamers all waving, 

Stopt half a league diſtant, the poor packet braving ; 
Which ſteering away, to avoid ck trepanners, 

Bounce ! went a twelve-pounder, to teach her 

good manners. Derry down, Fc. 

* Ventidius, 
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Ventidius, who oft on the Smock: ally ſtage, 
Had ranted and blutter'd thro' many a page, 
The hero fo: getting, to ſave his long neck, 
Threw up both his heels, and fell flat on the deck. 
Derry down, c. 


The crew with a panic were truck one and all, 
When this riſing hero rece v'd fich a fall; 
They counſel'd the captain, without mere ado, 


To down with his top-ſail and bring the ſhip 


to. Derry don, 2 FA 


Grave Cimberton, truſty caſhier to the play-houſe, 
Said, zounds ! 'tis a ſhame that the French ſhou'd 
ditmay us; 
But, when the report of the gun ſruck his ear, 
Ke outwardly ſmil'd to conceal inward fear. 
Derry down, Sf le 


The Dublin Vandyke ſoftly crept to the ſteerage, 
His paleneſs diſcover'd his ill painted courage; 
He hated the French and their naval purſuits, 
And piis'd till it ran to the ſeals of his boots. 


Derry down, Oc. 


"Tis ſtrange when an honeſt man deals in deceit, | 


Fits mourcy lays under the ſoles of his feet, 
'was late to he there as it hid in a hole, 
For he knew that his toes could not fiuger the cole, 


Derry «WIN, Se. 


If they board us ſays Polly, . Vil ſing 'em a ſong. 
Says Lucy, Pray hold your ridiculous tongue; 

Nur voyage is weitward ; you'll ſoon with it ſouth; 

For they'll ſoon make you ling the wrong fid- of 

your mouth.” Derry down, B 

ut 


'd 


2 


4 
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But the ſhip which had thrown us all into ſuck 
terror, 
Stood aloof now as if ſhe had found out her error, 
Such a cargo ſhe ſcorn'd to carry to France, firs, 
As actors and taylors, and fiddlers and dancers. 
Derry down, c. 


Crochetto vas there, who by muſical quirk, 

vets fingers, and pipers, and fiddlers to work : 
The wind from north-calt gave a terrible ſquall, 
Which ſcar'd all the paſſengers, capiain and all. 


Derry down, Cc. 


Ore fide of the ſhip the ſalt water was drinking, 
The people cry'd gut, Ihe ſhip is now a finking;? 
But Crochetto perceiving her make ſuch a trip, 
Puſh'd hard toiher fide tor to balance the ſhip, 


Derry di ꝛun, De. 


Ye mortals, who eareleſely fit at your caſe, 
While others are toſs'd on the perilous ſeas, 
You are better at home in a £rcat elbow chair, 
Than rolling about between hope and deſpair. 


Derry 22 37 Se. | 


—_— — — _— 


SONG igs. 


N pleaſures ſmooth wings, how old Time 
ſteals away, 
Ere love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray ! 
My days, O ye ſwains ! were a round of Celight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ftillneſs of night; 
No care found a place in my cottage cr breat?, 
But health and content all tho vear was my gueſt, 


— 
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wos rren no fair Yauths my heart could enſnare, 
Wit voice or with teatute, with dreſs, or with air: 
30 kindly voung Copid had pointed the dart, 
That! Father'd the {v. ects but I miſs'd of the ſmart: 
I :o7*d tor a while, then i rov'd like a bee; 
But £11 all my ſong was, Il ever be free. 


*T was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: 

It 1 firay'd through the garden, or travers'd the 
held, 

Ten thuutand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my 
ſighht; 

if the nightingale ſung I could ligten all night; 

With my reed could pipe to the tune of the 
ſtream, 

And wake to new life from a rapturous dream, 


But now, ſince fer Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

Alas! what a change! and how wretched am I! 

Adicu to the charms of the valley and glade ! 

Theis ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; 

No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in 
vain. 


They {av that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 

On others ſhe ſtles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 

Then teach me bright Veuus, perſuaſion's ſoſt 
art, 

Or aid me, by reaſon, to rar ſom my heart, 

To crown my deſires, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the 
twain ! 


SONG 


1 2 
The Lady's Cnolck. By a Laoy, 


ut, Man that's aeither high nor low, 
In party or in ſtature; 
A Rake, a Rattle, or 2 Beau, 
Nor yet unuvs'd to fatter : 
. Let not him be a learned foot, 
Who nods v'er mud books, 
'  Whoeats and drinks and lives by rule, 
7 And weighs our wor.s and looks. 4 
Let him be caly, tree and gay, 
, Of dancing never tir'd ; 
' Have ſomething always ſmart to fav, 
Yet filent when requir'd. 
Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor generous to excets ; 4 
Willing that I ſhould keep the purie, 1 
And pleaſe myſelf in dreſs. 


, 
. 


; A little courage let him have, 
From inſults to protect me, 
1 Provided he is not ſo brave, 

| As e'er to contradict me. 

| Ten thouiard pounds a year I like, 
But if ſo much can't be, 

You ſeven from the ten may take, 
I'll be content with three. 


His face no matter if "is plain, 

But let it not be fair; 

The man is ſure my heart to gain, 

Who can with this compare. 

And if ſome lord would chance agree 
| With the above deſcription, 
Though Pm not tond of quality, 

It Mall be no objection. 


1 5 OO NG 
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SONG 200. 


AD Neptune, when firſt he took charge of 
the ſea, 
Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inftead of his 


brine, [ wine, 


Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous 


What traficking then would have been on the 
main, | 

For the fake of good liquor as well as for gain! 

No fear then of tempelt, or danger of ſinking ; 

The ſiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking, 


The bot thirly ſun then would drive with more 

Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt; [haſte, 

And when he'd got tipſy would have taken his 
na 

Witt double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


Py the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
wine, | 

Conſider how gloriouſly Phatbus would ſhine ; 

Wiaat vat exhalations he'd draw up on high, 

To relicve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy us mortals, when bleil with ſuch rain, 
To fill ail cur veſfels, and fil] them again! 

T , . 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a dil}, 
Might jump in the river, and drink like a ſiſh. 


What riircth and contentment in every brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing atter the ploagh! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Alcho' they but fip, would eternally fing. 


Tae 
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The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the fume of the wine ; 
And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as liappy «as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, cur fancy ne'er cloy'd ! 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r, 
To flip, like a fool, uch a fortunate hour, 


SONG 201. By Mr. Garrick. 


E critics above, and ye critics below, 
Ye finer-ſpun critics who keep the mid row, 

O tarry one moment, I'll ſing you a ſong, 
Shall prove that like us—You are all in the zerong, 
Sing tautara-rara wrong all, wrong all, 
Sing tantara-rara wroxs all. 


You poets who mount on the fam'd winged ſteed, 
Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed: 
For when by thoſe hornets the critics, he's ſtung: 
You are thrown in the dirt—and are all in the 

Wrong. Sing taatara-rara, Ic. 


Ye actors who act, what thoſe writers have writ, 
Pray ſtick to your poet and ſpare your own wit; 


For when with your own vou unbridle your tongue, 


I'll hold ten to one - Vn are all in the Wrong 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


Ye knaves who make news for the fooliſh to read, 


Wi print daily ſiander the hungry to feed; 


For 


* 1 
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| 
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For a while you miſlead 'em the news-hunting 
throng, | 
But the pillory proves Nn are all in the wrong, 
Sing tantara-rara, 65, 


Ye grave politicians, ſo deep and fo wiſe, l eyes; 
With your hums, and your thrugs, and your uplifted 
The road that you travel is tedious and long, 
But I pray you jog on- vn are all in the wrons. 
Sing tantara=rara, 2 


Ye happy ivnd hulbands, and fond happy wives, 

Let never ſuſpicions embitter your lives; 

Let your prudence be ſtout, and your faith be as 
ſtrung ; | 

Who w. tch, or: who catch—T hep are all in the 
ac ron. Sing tantarasrara, &c, 


Ye unmarrie folks be not bought; or be fold ; 

Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old; 

For they'll! toon get together, the young with the 
young; ; 

And then my wile old ones—2 i are all in the 
aer. S. ng tuntara-rara, Ec. 


Ye ſoldiers and ſ.ilors, who bravely have fought; 

Woo honour {16 £'crv, and laurels have bought; 

Let your locs Cut ap; car, you'll be at 'em ding 
Gul 

And if tres come near you-Theyre all in the 

Sing tantara Tara Ec. 


T 
Ye judges cf taſte to our labours be kind, 
Cur errors are mi ny, pray Wink or be blind; 
Still nud your way hither, to ola us cach night, 
Aud Our note we will change te- Hure all in the 
right. Seng antaraurara rig ht all,r:ght all, 
WA. (AU Ur a-rATA right all, 


SUNG 
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SONG 202. Cortx's CMB ax. 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure, 
You treat me with duubts and ciicain, 


' You rob all ycur youth of its pleaſure, 


And hoard up an old age ot pain: 
Your maxim, that love is ili founded 

On charms that w | quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 

When once you its dictates obey, 


The paſſion from beauty ſiri drawn, 
Your Kk ndneſ will valtly improve 
Soft imiles and gay looks ae the dawn, 
Fruition's the fun- Hine of love: 
And tho' the bright beams ot your eves 
Shou'd be clouved, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeis all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can tor get it was day. 


Old Darby, wit] Joan by his fide, 

You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropſical, (he is fore ey'd, 

Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the fun at the door, 
And at night when old Darby's pat's out, 


His Joan will not ſmoke a whift more. 


No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral tailings to ſmother; 
Then, what are the charms, can yuu gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each othcr ce. 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance ot youth, 
The endearments which youth did beitow ; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, — 
The beſt of all bleſſings below. Thoſe 
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Thoſe trace ever will laſt, 
Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip intenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe ; 
The current ot tondneſs ſtill Rows, 
Waich decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


: i 


SONG 203. 
By Mr. CHARLES SttyT H, 
3 une 3 Sirephon of the l, 
OR fanci'd belles, in pompous lays, 
Some nave their zeal exprelt ; 


But I to thee the ſong will raiſe, 
My Nanny of the welt, 


The ſtatelieſt pine in Edgecombe's grove, 
Which towers above the reſt, 

Is not fo ſtately as my love ; 
My Nanny of the weſt. 


Beyond the May-blown flow'ret ſweet, 
With nature's beauty dreſt, 

Engaging, eaſy, plainly neat, 

1s Nanny of the welt. 


Was TI like Antony of yore, 
Of half the world poſſeſt; | 
Like him I'd loſe that half, onc: more, 
For Nanny of the welt, 


| 


' Before I chanc'd the fair to ſpy. 2 
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[ fanci'd love a jeſt; 
But ſoon he taught my ul to ſigh 
For Nanny of the well. 


was in a ſecret hu ly grove, 
Which limpid rams inveſt, 

Imet her and reveal'd my love, 
To Nanny of the welt. 


| aſk'd a kiſs with comely grace, 
She granted my requeſt; 

Then claſp'd I, with a dear embrace, 
My Nanny of the welt, 


A train of love ſhe ſweetly ſung, 
I lean'd upon her breaſt ; 

And round my neck, in raptures clung, 
My Nanny of the welt, 


What more endearments vaſs'd between 
Us, may not be expreſt; 

'Tis not for men to know the ſcene 
My Nanny of the welt ! 


But this I'll ſing ye nymphs be kind, 
And thus ye ſhall be bleit ; 

And bards to ſound your praiſes find, 
Like Nanny of the welt. 


** —— 


SON G 204. 


The PiLcrim, From the Original ITaL1an. 
I penance for palt folly, 
A pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
Sworn 
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lancholh, 


Sworn foe 
det out {trange lands to ſee; 
With cockle ſhells on hat-brim, 
With | aft, icr:p, beads, and that trim, 
As miyh: become a pilgrim, 
Begging for charity. 


With feet unſhod he traces, 
O'er hills, o'er wilds and chaces, 
And ſundry diſmal places, 

In hopes ſome roof to ſee ; 
But, when he look'd, and no 
Kind ot hut or houſe to go to, 
Was e'er poor pilgrim plagu's io, 

Begging for charuy ? 


At length, almoſt dejected, 
Kind heav'n, when leait expected, 
A damſel's ſteps directed, 

Whence come you fir, ſays ſhe ? 
Full many a weary ſtep, ſweet, 
Aud all on theſe pour bare feet ; 
O ! could I, by your help, meet 

Lodging for charity. 


With courteous voice and accent, 
Says ſhe, I fear you're quite ſpent ; 
But, what | ſay is weil meant, 
Come lodge this night with me. 
That favour, ma'am's xceſſive: 
No ſpeeches, fir, while I live ; 
If ought | have, or can give, 
I give for charity. 


My tenement is brittle ; 
My room, I fear, too little; 


lt 


— 


| 
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It ſuits me to a tittle; * 
And in at once went he. 
Through many a town and city 
I've been, to bet for pity, 
But ne'er found room 10 pretty. 
Or fo much charity. 


Nine days he liv'd in clover; 
So well he play'd the lover, 

She thought the time won over, 
And will you go, lays the? 
But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 
Return this way, I would do 
As much as woman could do. 

And all tor charity, 


SONG 205. Dear Witty. 


ns time I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to 
find, 

Nor proud of his merit, nor fi'fe as the wind, 

But at la I have found a dear lad to my mind; 

Oh! I never can part with my Willy. 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midſummer day, 
[ bluſi'd all the while and ſcarce knew wit to ſay: 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey ; 
Can I do any leſs by my Willy ? 

His breath is as fragrant as © 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear, 
And his kiffes as tweet, oh! beyond all compare ; 


* 


There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy. 


25 Wich 


reſi morning air; 
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With him none pretends, for to pipe or to play; 
And what tender ſoft things dous the ſhepherd 
not ſay. 
With eaſe, I am ſure, he may itea! hearts away ; 
But [il never dittrult thee, dear Willy. 


When I drop'd all in pain, and hung down 
my hea, 


How kindly he watch“ me, wint tears did he ſhed! | 


Nor lett me a moment 'til woknets was Acd ; 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 


Shou'd death from my ſight tear the ſhepherd 
lo true, 
Let him take (if he chuſes) then me away tao: 
For why ſthou'd I tarry, or what cou'd I do, 
Shou'd J lote ſuch a lad as my Willy? 


SON G 206. 
A new Tuc between Bacchus and Venrs. 


YSELF between Venus and Bacchus II 
| poiſe, 
And *tw'ixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys; 
*Tis true, they both have their charms hen apart, 
But blended, they double the heat of my heart. 


With rage on his brow, and contempt in his 
eye, | 
Bacchus throws down his cluſter, and gives me 
":* "the ye; | 
No female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, 
A rival I hate, and I'll govern alone, — 


Der 


erd 
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Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 
Aﬀerts her controul o'er the nymphs and the 
ſwains, 
Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
And |iritly forbids me the juice of the vine. 


One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the bowl, 
The other, cauſe woman ſharcs half of my foul ; 
| bo!cly deelare, for all projects I've try'd, 

No mortal li paſtime can better divide. 


Why then let 'em wrangle, what is it to me? 

I warrant my conduct all make 'em agree; 

As one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 

Pll love, and I'll drink, and be picaſing to both. 


— 


— 


SONG 207. Praro's Arvice. 
AYS Plato, why ſhorld man be vain ! 
Since buuntecous heav'n hath made him great? 
Why lo:keth he with inſolent Citdain, 
On the undeck'd with wealth or ſtate? 
Can collly robes, or beds of down, 
And all the gems that deck tie fair ; 
Can all th» glories of a crown, 
Give health, or caſe the brow of care? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the hau_hty die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 

Go ſearch the tumbs w here mona! chs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore z 

Of w-alth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their konours are no more. 


2 So 
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So hes the meteor tin? the ikies , 
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Diilolves to common air aga: n > 
So is ich us, my e! fouls, 

Let friem mp retgn white here we ſtay; : 
Let': crovn our toy ch now ing bowls ; 


When Jove C.umands, we n: uit obey. 


— 


O NG 208. Dy XI.. CruarLEs Surru. 


L. ER think we ne'er tins on the charmers 
on ſhore, 
While told up and down on the waves; 
Beneve me, the beaux who pretend to adore, 
Wand wuls to be o much their ſlaves. 


Tho', borne o'er the deep, fo far diſtant we keep 
From all that we love and eſteem, 

I th them all the day, led by fancy we ſtray, 
und claſp them at night in a dream. 


ih c:imÞe that bef.lls in the courſe of our lives, 
Conduces to keep in our mind, 

ids us icflect on the maidene, or wives, 
We left with rciuctance behind. 
zan 8% s pleaſant beams all-beſpangle the 
ne pienſure thats Dit we deplore; [Ereams, 

Wen canin ſhade might conduct the 

loved nail 

Was ng with hi witches on ſhor 

re con- 

[rand 
What 


ariſing, we know they 
a nulement at home; 
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What lover but then wou'd give all he has gain'y, 
With them to partake of the dome? 


My kind Annabell knew always full well, 
Such ſeaſons with bliſs to improve: 

Then me to her breaſt how oft has ſhe preſt ; 
And ſung, ** Sure 'tis mutual love.” 


When pain'd with diſeaſes, for her ſtill T long, 
And wiſh the ſoft nymph to enfold ; 
More healing than balm is the pow'r of her 
tongue, 
Her kiſſes too ſweet to be told. 


Ah! why am I drove ſo far from my love? 
Why croſs'd is affection fo great? 

But fate ſure decrees diſappointments like theſe, 
To make us more bleſt when we meet. 


Leſs grateful the ſpring her gay verdure wou'd 
bring, 
Did winter the year never blaſt ; 
So the powers ordain us a portion of pain, 
That pleaſure more pleaſant may taſte ; 


Then fill'd with this hope we'll to mirth give free 
ſcope, | 
And mourning a while we'll give o'er ; 
And ardently juin, in full bumpers of wine, 
To toaſt all the charmers on ſhore, 
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SONG 2c9 
GE morning eis charmiog, all nature is gay, 
An ay, my brave bc YE, to your horſes away; 
i 0 ! th 2 prin. C ci Our pacaturc, and quel.ing the 
hn. 
We have „ot 19 much as a moment to ſpare, 
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Hold, hold, 'tis a dauble; hark, hev, Bou ler, hey, 
Ia thouſapd gainſay it, a thouſand ſhall lie; 


His beauty ſurpafüng, his truth has been try'd, 
At the head ot a pack an intallible guide. 


CioRus. 
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© match'd in their moutns, and fo even they rut; 
like the trine of the ipheres, aud te race ut the 


ſua. 4 
ray | 
yp + © 
ar; Cuok us. . 
the 3 | 

Health, joy, and ſeliciiy, dimce in the rounds, j 
And bleſs the gay circle of Hunters and hounds. 4 
The old hounds puſl. forward, a very ſure ſign, 
That the hare, tho? a out one, begins to decline ; 
| A chace of two hours or more the has led, 
She's down—look about ye—they have her—ſhe*s 
ry dead. * 
CHORUS. 
How: gloricus a Heath be hanour'd with ſounds | 
7 Of horns, aud a ſjoout to the chorus of hounds. A 
_ if 
Here's a health to all hunters and long be their lives, 4 
May they never be crois'd by their iweet-hearts ' 
or waves ; | 4 
May they rule their own paſſions, and ever at reſt 4 
3 As the moit happy men, be they allo the belt, | 
PU» 5 
| = 4 
* 7 > 7 | 
oh 4 free from the care xl ich the many ſurrounds | 
Je happy at loaf, culen thiy fee na more hounds. N 
* | 
SONG 210. The PosiTive Fairs. 1 
ELL, if I continue but in the ſame mind, i 
| | rcver ſhall wed I proteſt, 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the male 
bs kige. 
Ty; That bad my; thoughts pictur'd the beſt, _ 
90 The 
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The nymphs would perſuade, and talk till they 
vex, 
Love's lure to catch youth in the prime; 
Why if one mult once like the oppoſite ſex, 
I think ſeventeen the right time. 


They tell it as ſtrance, I ſhould be ſo annoy'd 
At men who were meant for our good ; 
But what's in one's nature we cannot avoid, 


I'd be in the mode it I cou'd. 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them | fly, 
If feen o'er the plain as I go: 


Way ſtill let them wonder at diſtance, iay I, 
The men ſhould be always kept ſo. 


Young Colin declares my averſion's a joke, 
And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 

For woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke; 
He's mighty obliging indeed. 


He caught me juſt row, and it came in his head, 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore; 

Yet really believe had he done as he ſaid, 
{le could not have fr.vhten'd ine more. 


I hop? that ſuch freedoms he'll nc'er again uſe, 
My fixt reſolution to try; 

For oh! I am c:rtain I ſhall not refuſe, = 
I mean that i ſha:l not comply, 
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SONG 2b 
ABuxLESQUE on If Love's a ſweet Pas510N,” 


F wine be a cordial, wh does it torment ? 
It a poiſon, oh! tell me, wacnce comes my 
content? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain, 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when | know 'tis in vain? 
Yet ſo charming the glals is, fo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both dro.,ns and enlivens my heart, 


[ take it off briſkly, and witen it is down, 

By my jolly complexion [ male em, joy kaown ; 

But, oh! how Im bleit, when fo ttrong it does 
prove, 

By its ſovereign heat to expo chat of love; 

When in quenching the old | create a new flame 


And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


SONG 2212. 


\ H! how could I venture to love one like thee, 

And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 
On lords, your admirers, you log d with diſdain ; 
And knew [ was nothing, vet pity'd my pain. 
You faid, when they teiz'd you with nonſenſe and 

dreſs, | 
Where real's the paſſion, the vanity's leſs :, 
You ſaw thro” that filence 1. hich others deſpite ; 
And while beaux were pratina, read love in mine 

eyes. 


Oh! 
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Oh! where is the nymph, who like you, ne'er can 

cloy ; 
Whoſe wit can cnliven each dull pauſe of joy? 
And, when the ihort tran{port of love's at an end, 
From puſſionate miſtreſs ruin ſenfible friend? 
When 1 fee you I love you, but hearing adore; 
I wonder, and think vou a woman no more; 
Till mad with admiring, | cannot refrain, 
And kifling thote lips you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſparr ? 

I'll gaze on thy beauty, and look away care: 
Fl afk thy advice, when with trouble oppreſs'd; 
Which never Aittentes, but always is bett. 

In all that 1 do I'll thy judgment require, 

Thy taſte ſhall correct v hat thy wit did inſpire: 
Then I'Il kifs and careſs thee 'till youth is all o'er, 
And then live on friendſhip v hen paſhon's no more, 


SONG 213. 


\ \ HEN Orpheus went down to the regions 
below, ; 
Which men are turbi.l.len.to fee, 
He tun d up his ly re, as old huttories ſhow, 
Jo ſet nis Eurydice tree, 
To tet nis Eur, dice free. 


AJl el! Rood amaz'd that a pe: ſon ſo wiſe, 
Show „ aſhly er danger his lite, 

And vate fo far—bur how vai! their ſurpri2 ze, 
A hen in heard that he came for his wite! 
When tue, herd, &. 


To fnd out a pyunichmert due to the fault, 


Old Pluto lun_ puzzl'd his bran ; But 
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But hell had not torments {ulficient ne thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again, 
So he gave him, &Cc. 


But pity ſucceeding won vanquiſh'd his hart, 
And pleas d, with Its playing fo well, 

He took her again in reward of his art; 

Such power had muſic in hell! 

Such power had muſic in hell!“ 


— — ak 


SONG 214. 


— 


O glory I covet, no riches | want, 
Ambitiou is nothing to me; 
The one thing | beg of kind heav'n to grant, 
| 1s a mind independent and tree. 


| With paſſions unruffled, untainted with pride, 
B, reaion my lite ct me ſquare ; 

Tae wants of my nature 4 & cacaply fupply'd, 
And the reit are but folly aud care. 


The bleſſings, which providence freely has lent, 
III Jultiy and ygratetully prize; 

Waile tweet med tation and cheartul content 
Shall make me butn healtay aud wile. 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd “il challenge my part; 

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey 
Contributes to gladden my heart, 


How vainly, thro” infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
Do man their Jabours employ ; 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 

Is wha: all, if they will, may enjoy. 


1 276 ] 


SONG 215. 
Tay lor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'er in his cays taſted champaigne or 
claret; 
With high ioups, or r:gouts, he never was fed, 
But cobbage, believe me, was bis daily bread. 
Derry down, down, 


His work he purfu'd without any repining, 

When bleis'd with a pint of tkree-threads for his 
lining; 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 

With a ſeamſtreſs's bo. kin deftroy'd his guierus, 


No longer a birth-night affords anv pleaſure, 
His patterns he ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure : 
His bills, he contrives not with items to ſwell, 


Silk, twiſt, tape and buckram, he damns them to 
hell. 


Cup id pity ing his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 

And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he had 
made; | 

He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 

And never give out *till he'd fniſh'd his ſuit, 


He vifits the ſeamſtrets with aukward addreſs, 

Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs : 

But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and 
w heedle, 

For ſhe, lack-a-day ! was as ſharp as a needle, 


He told her c:1 hon'rable terms he was come, 
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Unleſs ſhe'd conſer.t to e ſhortly his wife, 
The Fate's hear, Would gon Cut ott Hit rem3n ant 
of lite. 


D'ye think, cry'd the ſeamſ.ref,, I'll tzke for a 
ſpouſe, 


One whom no one eee three ſkins of a louſe; 


Advance in vour favour whatever you can, 
A taylor is but the vinta part of a man. 


The tavlor proceeded with lying, intreating ; 

And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peating; e 

A woman unmarry'd was uſcleſs he ſaid, 

Was juſt like a needle without any thread, 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, 

For her palatoe, when dainty, he'd niccly provide; 

Tho' to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of a goote at the fire. 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fir gers ſo nimble! 

And ſwore that her eves were more bright than 
her thimble; 

Tro' ſmall was his wit, he fo acted his part, 

That (I know not how 'twas) but he cabbag'd 
her heart. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went; 

Nor appear'd in their \iſage the lea d ſcontent; 

None but death could the corjugal knot have 
unty'd ; | 

For crols-legg'd together they ſat tili they dy'd. 
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SONG 216. 


Have a tenement to let, 


Will pleaſe both great and ſmall, fir, 


And if you'd know the name of it, 
] call it ſportiman's-hall, ur. 

It's ſeated in 4 pleatunt vale, 
Near to a riting hill, ur, 

And through it ans a purling fiream, 
Would turn a little mill, ur. 


It is not roof d with ſlate or tile, 
Nor is it pies'd vor patch'd, fir, 
Yet a drop of rain can ne'er get in, 

It is fo nicely thatch'd, fir : 
If I do not lat it ſoon, | 
By jove Pl have it cry'd, fir, 
For what's the uſe of ſuch a thing 
If it is not occupied, ur. 


This houſe is very dark at night; 
And ſo it is by day, tir ; 

Yet if you enter once aright, 
You cannct miſs your way, fir ; 

When once you're in puſh boltly on 
As far as e'er vou can, fir ; 

And if you reach the farther end, 
Yeu'il be wkere ne'cr was man, fir. 


There is no window to this houſe, 
Nor is there but one door, tir, 

No pariours, nor fins rooms up ſtairs, 
But juſt the middle floor, ſir.— 

Yet, let not this diſcculage you, 
For ere you long are there, fir ; 

What though your furniture be large, 
You'll nnd you've room to ſpare, ſir, 
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On two r3'5'd pillars ſtands this houſe, 
Yet tough lo high the door, fir, 
You can't get fai: * in, unleſs 
You crech upon all-four, fir. 
Though th ie is ne'e a foul within 
This little door t'unlos 8 ſir: 
It is fo cunningly contriv'd 
Twill open it you make ſir. 


It is ſurrounded by a wood, 
Where there is game in plenty: 
Of hairs ſo ſtout, you ſcarce can find 
The like in places twenty : 
Of coney-hunting day and night 
You'll have your full enjovment : 
And if in cocking you delight; 
You ne'er will want employment. 


This houſe is warm without a fire, 
In it is p ace and plenty, 
It is in very good repair, 
And has ſtood years but twenty ; 
The ſort of tenant I would chuſe 
| now wall tell you fairly, 
He muſt be voung and one that can 
Get up both late and carly. 


One that cultivates the land, 
And ſows it in due . 
That handles well the thraſhing flail. 
Whene'er there is occairon : 
If he doth this, I promiſe him 
I ne'er for rent will call, fir : 
But if he fails, I will eject 
Him out of Spor ilman in, £.. 


Aa: SONG 


SON G 217. The Coversutr. 
Beautiful lady in fair London town, 
Was wono'd by a {renchman, a teague, 
and a clown, 
With other, that tain would be bone of her bone; 
And the courtilup, gentictolks, I'lrelate to you 
row ; 
The u frſt that appeared was a man of the mode, 
A Frenchm:n by birth, Spitalneld's his ahode ; 
He addreſs'd this fair lady (en taite alamode,) 
And thus he ſaid; 


Madame. you be de very pretty lady I ever ſaw 
ir all my life; you make my very heart jump for 
197, to ſce dat taper waiſt, dat lily white hand, 
ces ſnowy vite bubbies; by gar, madame, your 
eyes be two burning glaſſes, dat ſet my ſoul on 
dre; eh, madame, me die tor love of vou, jult now 
preſently ; ch! madame, me will love you, and 
ae will marry you. With ny tol de rol, &c. 


The next was a teagre from Dublin come o'er, 
Quite proud to ſet foot on Britannia's ſhore ; 
! bene, my ſou), he was devilith proud, but 
daranable poor, 

Ius he 11d ; 


ny maul, dear honey, joy, now, 
1645 in Dublin city, Id be after 
LV CATin? 59 was gte of the fineſt ladies 1n all 
ag d, ſetting aſide my leid heutenant, and two 
cutand more. Look you, dear joy, l 
ares it an, man in Ireland. L. ook vou, 
Fre grought orte vith me from Dublin city, its 
awn felf, az mach :avniy as you aud yourſelf 
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can carry; and have a preſent of a ring, with a 
diamond in the middle of it as big as a potatoe; 
and tne devil take my ſhoul, dear hone, joy, if I 
don't make you as good a iuthand as no man 
hving. il ::h my-tot de rel, Te. 


The next that appear'd was a quaker fo prim, 
With his primitive face, and a very broad brim, 
He addrefted this fair lady without moving a limb; 
And thus he ſaid : 


Fair _ of earth; ſhun the addreſſes of th© 
profane, and fly the wickedneſs of this our Baby” 

ſon; look untowards me, even as look untowards 
tee, in the ſpirit of love, in the ſpirit of truth, in 
the fpirit of faithfulneſs. Fain would 1 have thee 
become bone of my bone; yea, and I would raiſe 
vp feed unto thee, yea, and thou ſhalt prove faith- 
ful as the tender vine, ich groweth by the water 
fide, even fo y I Ezerxie! Zeccharias. Humph! 

With ny tal lol, O. 


The next that appear'd was a terrible blade, 
If ſo we may iay, was a foldier by trade; 

He ſwore that no other this lady ſhould wed, 
And thus he faid : 


For with z—ds and blood, fire and ſword, ma- 
dzm, my name is cazt. Flaſh; and if e'er | meet 
with a rival to your beauty, Ill flick him againſt 
tne wall; lay thouſands, madam, to make you 
inte; cat off their legs and make them dance 
upon their Noe IPs ro give YOu Joy; 3 I'm nob! C and 


great as Ceeſar, d- in me ſ 


ih my ts, ul, dercl, &c. 
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The next that appeared was a Devonſhire clown, 
ho to court this fine lady was tent » to town; 
He made a low bow, then fat him down, 

And thus he fund ; 


s wounds and heart! var maid, your's main 
vine in your laced lappets and ülken gown ; Ife 
nove not how to face tuch a vine lady as you, no 
dot l, Iſe e'en go into my own country and atk va- 
der. Ads wounds, if you was down in our good 
nun, Vather mult e'en take down one zide on's 
nau'e to let you in. Odd's lickens, there are eyes 
i black #3 any foot, cheeks as red as hung beef, 
«nd bubbres as plump and as foft as good wat ba- 
den; and ſo to make no more bores on't, and 
„ou'il have me, why I'll have you, and that's all 
un 3ay te tac matter, vair miſtreſs, 

With my tel, Ie 


ne next tha: appear'd was a jolly briſk tar, 
\/xth admiral Pococke enrich'd by the war; 
And le of all others thought himſelf on a par, 
And thus he {aid ; 


Well, my heart, we are now within gun-ſhot of 
each other; vouumay as well bring to, and let the 
parſon laſn us together. Here am I, tho' ] ſay it, 
chat cught not to ſay it, as well rigg'd as e'er a 
n. an ia London, ( thou art a tight little 
trigate, and well rigg'd too) Now if you was gun- 
nel deep, in a good feather ded, and I along fide 
of you; it yuu t a head of me, Id croud all 
the fail I could to come up with ycu; I'd board 
your peop, I'd lach my main yard fait to your lar- 
board quarter, and it I did'nt fiud cut.your gang- 
way, d- me! IW ich my tel, Gs. 
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SONG 218. Tur Rurari. LAS. 


Y father and mother, what ail 'em, 
Pretend I'm too young to be wed ? 

They expect, but in troth I ſhall fail 'em, 
That I finiih my chairs and my bed. 


Provided our minds are but cheary, 
Wooden chairs wou'd not argue a glove, 
Any bed will hold me and my Geary, 
The main chance in wedlock is love. 


My father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us 
An horli? to the parſon to ride; 
In a whee!-barrow offer'd to ſend us, 


And John for the footman beſide. 


Wou'd we never had aſk'd him; for whip it! 


„ To the church, tho! two miles and a half, 


7 vice as far 'tw.cre a pleaſure to trip it; 
Put then how the people would laugh. 


The neighbours are netticd moſt ſadly, 


Was ter ſuch à forward bold thing? 
Sure girl never added ſo madly!“ 


Thro' the pariſh :heſe backbitings ring. 


Yet I will be married to-morrow, 
Ami chariving voung Harry's the man; 
My brother's iv] nd wan we can borrow, 
And be may prevent us that can. 


Not waiting for par.nt's conſenting, 
M brother toi Nell of the green; 


Yer botn far envugh from repenting, 
Now live like lug and a queen. 


Pray 


1 284 ] | 
Pray when will your gay things cf London, | 
Produce ſuch a {ripper as Nell's ? 
There wives by their huſbands are undone, 
As Saturday's news-paper tells. 


Polly Barnley ſaid over and over, 
I ſcon ſhould be left in the lurch; 
For Harry ſhe knew, was a rover, 
And never would venture to church. 


And I know the ſorrows that wound her, 
He courted her once he conſeit; 

With another too great, when he tound her. 
He bade her take him the lik'd bez. 


But all who are like her, or wou'd be, 
May leara trem my Harry and me; 

{it mais v..n'd be maids while they ſhou'd be, 
Low {uithful their fweet-hrarts would be. 


My mother favs, cloa:hing and feeding 
Will con mike me fick cf a brat: 
But, tho' I prove ſick in my breeding, b 

cue net à farthing for that. 


For if I'm nat bugely milaken, 
We car. lite by the ſueat of cur brow ; 

Stick a hog once a year tor fat bacon, ne 
And all the year round keep a cow. 


I vaine no dainties a batton, 
Conrie fced wiil cur ſtomachs alay 
If we cernot get veal, beet, and mutton, 


„ Matt 5 : _ _ 
NA a dadding W nav. | 
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' Ag for your richeit brocaging; 

la linſey there's nothing that's baſe ; 
Your finery ſoon ſets a fading, 

My dowlaſs will la beyond lace. 


| [envy not wealth to a miſer, 


To eat all, and wear all, is wiſer ; 
Enough mult be better than more. 


do nothing ſhall tempt me from Harry, 

His heart is as true as the ſun : 

Eve with Adam was order'd te marry ; 
The world it ſhould end as begun. 


Nor wou'd I be plagu'd with his ſtore: 


SON G 219. 
O Czlia thus fond Damon ſaid, 


« See here a moſly carpet laid ;” 
And then her hand he preſs'd. 
Free from the world's intruding eye, 


„Here lurks, my dear, no buiy ipy.” 
He look'd and ſigh'd the reſt. 


dhe ſtarted with a feign'd ſurprize, 

While pleaſure ſparkled in her eyes, 
Sure Damon does not mean---" 

The ſhepherd ſtop'd her with a kiſs, 

| And claſp'd her panting breait to his, 

„My dear we are not fcen.” 


Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 

A thouland tender oaths he ſwore, 
His love ſhould never end: 

' She call'd on all the pow'rs above, 


4 


None 


186 
None heard her but the Gd of Love, 
And he was Damon's friend. 


« Ard is there then no help?“ ſhe ſaid, 
ow Þ\ Damon to be thus betray d 179 

Then hung her head and blaſh'd: 
Oh! Damon, will you yet be good;“ 
The ſnepherd ſmil'd, and fwore he wou'd, 
She i:g1'd ara all was huſn'd. 


* 


SONG 220. 


2 
— 


A New Mevprey, 


F love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment; if 

bitter, O tell me whence? | comes it, neighbour 
Dick that you, with tate uncommon, have play'd 
the girls this trick, and wedged an; | old wo- 
man cloathed in grev, he ſe daughter was charm- 
ing and young; | Roger came tapping at Dolly% 
window, tUmpaty, tumpaty, tump, he begg'd for 
admittance, ſhe anſwer'd him no, no; | no, no, no, 
no, I mult not try, I cannot flu, | muit not dur 


away, I'!l drown thee in wine if thou dare for to 
| ſtay, ſhepherd ſlay, I prithee ſtay, did not you ſee 
her | Go roſe my Chloe's boſom grace, my Chloe's 
boſom grace, how, | happy, happy, happy pair, 
none but the brave, none but the brave, none but 
the brave deſerve the | Faireſt of the virgin throng 
doit thou ſeek thy ſwain's abode, fce yon fertile 
vale along the new worn | paths, the flocks ſhall 
leave the mountains, tne woods the turtle dove, 
the nymphs forſake the fountains, ere I forſake 
| my goddeſs Czlia heavenly fair, as lilies ſweet, 
as ſoft as air; let looſe thy trefles, ſpread thy 
charms, and to my love, give | o'er your fooliſt 


pratinę 


| 
not cannot. | Fly care to the winds thus I blow thee 


| — 
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ing talk no | more of all the girls that are ſo 
mart there's none like charming Sally, the is the 
darling of my | Chloe has dimples and finiles [ 
nus own, but tho? + cou'd ſmile yet in truth ſhe 
could frown, but | tell me, tell me charming crea- 
ture, mult lalways lovein | v4indear Chloe you ſug- 
reltthat | Tina humour was late as any good fellow 
may be, to think of no matters of ſtate, but ſeek 
vr | Good fell all that love to be told where 
teres claret goo tore, attend to the call of one 
that's ne'er frighted but greatly delighted with | 
early horn ſalute the morn that gilds this charming 

e, with chcarful cries bid echo rife and join 
the | ſweet roſy morning peeps over the hills, 
with bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields, while 
the merry, merry, merry horn | calls us tipplers all 
wp in the morn, to the mitre or the rummer we 
leer, to unharbour the beſt liquor there; | And all 
the night long, with wine, punch and ſong, we 
tzke off our glaſies fo chearful and free, our joys 
will abound wile the liquor goes round, no mortals 
on earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG 221. 
The LirTtes Mas and Maio. 


HERE was a little man, and he woo'd a 
little maid, 
and he ſaid, little maid, will you wed, wed, wed, 
have little more to ſay, than will you aye or nay, 
For little ſaid is ſooneſt mended. 


Then reply'd the little maid, little fir, you've little 
ſaid, | 
To induce a little maid, to wed, wed, wed, 
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You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little 
dow'r, 


Ere I make a little print in your ded, bed, bed, 


Then the little man repli'd, if you'll be my little 
l' raiſe my love a little higher, [ briae, 

Tho' I little love to prate, my little heart is great, 
With the little god of love all on fire, 


Then the little maid reply'd, ſhould I be your 
little bride, | 
Pray what ſhall we do for to eat, eat, eat, 
Will the flame you'r ſo rich in, ſerve the fire in 
the kitchen, 
Or the little god of love turn the ſpit, ſpit, ſpit. 


Then the little man he ſigh'd, ſome fay a little 
cry'd, | 
For his little breaſt was big with ſorrow; 
I am your little ſlave if the little that I have, 
Is too little, little dear, I will borrow. 


So the little man ſo gent, made the little maid 
relent 
And ſet her little heart all a thinking, 
Tho” his offers were but ſmall, ſhe took his little 
And could have of a cat but her ſkin. [all 


pms 


SONG 222. 


YLVIA, on her arm, reclining 
In a ſhady cool jetreat ; 
Lay in looſe attire, deſigning, fal la la, &c. 
To avoid the ſultry heat. 


For 


| [ 289 ] 
le for unveil'd, fie thought, no ftander 
By, could view the lovely fair; 
J. | Whilt young z-phyrs came and fann'd her, fal, &c 
Beautcou> face with tragrant aur. 


e, | There the blooming nymph lay panting, 

at, Sizhing for her abſent iwain ; 

There extended tlic lay wanting, fal, &c. 
Him to caſe her love-ſick pain. 


Soon the happy youth who won her, 

To the kind retreat drew near, 
in | And in tranſport gaz'd upon her, fal, &c. 
3, Charms repos'd in {ſlumber there. 
It. 
| Love perſuaded 'twas no fin to 
le Vent his flames without debate ; 
So he buldly ventur'd into, fal, &c. 
Tales of love with Sylvia ftrait. 


— 


8 —_— 


ud | SONG 223. The STOCKS: 


Or, Han Cruangt in Cuance-ALLET» 


tle 
all Ijcribed to theſe honourable Gentlemen the 
BULLS BEARS. 


ERE vou ſee, without deluſion 
All is duſtle and confuſion ; 
Knavery is the only plan, ſir, 
All are cheating who cheat can, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


or | B b Here 


11 
Here the daily he encreaſes; 
Now its war ; and now it peace is; 
Judge you tor what this is meant, ür? 
To get things up ten per cent, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &e. 


Pray obſerve that ſneaking figure! 

Mark his looks, ſo wan and meagre! 

Scrip he'll buy, or will difpenſe, ür, 

Tho' not worth a thouſand pence, fir. 
DooTle, duodle, doo, &e, 


Here the great man. truth can ſear it, 

Sends his pimp to Buli and Fear it; 

He can fer the market going; 

For my lord is very kno ing! 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c, 


Now 
Now 
Now 
That theſe may bu; 


the French are finely beaten; 

the Britiſu bands retreatiug; 

we're ſick, and now we're well, fir, 
arc thole mar ſoll, ür. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


we hurl at Spain 
we'd better court uilinnce 


Now 
Now 


Now ve take their towns away, fir ; 
Now we neither co ror {2 fir. 


g . 1 * j ; Xn > of C 
Doodle, daodle, doo, &e. 


eg 127 "Hy. 
Now cane miniſ er's diſuſted; 
Now another can't be truth ed; 


* 0 * 1 . .. 1 . 
Now he's in, an now he's Outs hr; 
7 * 1 0 5 * . 8 3 
Up and dovn and tn- about, ur. 
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This keeps regu'ty in play, fir; 


Thoſe who wits believe it mav, fir. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &. 


This is fun, if people think ſo; 
Yet the govern:uent will wink 10; 


| Theſe good tolks the world ſurprize, fir, 


Preving on the Kate's ſupplies, ür. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Butchers, barbers, coblers, tay lors, 

Painters, parſons, clerks, and gaolers, 

Leave their counters, ſcorn their trade, ſir; 
Fortunes here are ſooner made, fir. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Here for time they're ſelling, buying; 
Some refuſing; ſome complying ; 
If in payment there's à flaw, fir ; 
They're above the reach of law, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


But it Bull, and Bear, don't tally, 

Out they wadale from the alley; 

And, reduc'd to humbler ftate, fir, 

Curſe ſtock-jobbing, and their fate, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Thus are knaves and fools purſuing 

Gambling, to their country's ruin; 

Let them late, or let them uin, tir, 

The tocks. above they thou'd be in, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


Rr 5O0NG 


* 


SONG 224. 


Tus Man Mipwirk. 
Tune: 


A Cool there eas, Ec. 
OVE liden good people a while to my ditty, 
Thus much 1 vill lay fer't, 'tis true if not 
witty ; 
And truth in all ages was ever confets'd 
To fiction ſuperior—hovever express'd. 
Derry aun, 


There liv'd in the city a knight of great fame, 
(My readers, I hope, will excuſe me his name) 
For tho” the muſe loves to be jocund and gap, 
She ne'er by her mirth thall the harmleis betray, 
Derry down, 


This knight had a wife of ſo tempting a look, 
That by many ſhe might for a Venus be took; 
And faith their conjectures would not be plac'd 
wrong, 
For a Venus {he was—as you'll learn from my 
ſong. 
Derry down. 


This wife was the cordial, the balm of his heart, 
In raptures he'd call her his life's better part; 
And her ſpouſe I can tell you, was not fo amifs, 
But ſometimes in bed was a little remil; 


Derry down. 


Sir Huſky was wealthy, and wealth brought his 
Care, | 

To the gifts of kind fortune, he wanted an heir; 

But I need not repeat whit I've ſaid o'er again, 

Vet all he could do for an heir was, in vain, 

Derry arts 
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| His wife who was troubled to ſce him uneaſy, 
| As moſt wives (ve huibands) are willing to pleaſe 


Determin'd to tr, and relieve ſpouſy's care, [ye, 
If another could get for fir Huſky an heir. 
Derry daxvon. 


10 a door ſhe ſent. who reſided juſt by, 
Whoſe maniv depertment had long took her eye; 
che told him her cute, and ke pity'4{ her grief, 
Then pull'd out a phial to give her reſet. 

Derry dawn. 


But juſt in the nick of this grand operation, 
While the doctor was giving the fair her potation; 
Sir Huſky came in, who loud in a pet, 
Cry'd, rape! murder! thieves ! zounds, fir what 
are vou at? 
Derry dewn. 


Qoth madam, (as women are ne'er at a loſs, 
For a lie to eſcape with, When things happen croſs) 
My dear, pray be quiet, and don't make a noile, 
The doctor's but trying to add to cur j-ys. 

Derry deu. 


told him the cafe, that you wanted an heir, 
And the bulineſs, he ſays, he can do right and 
fair ; | 
One potion he's given, and ſays, a fes more 
Will make me as frunfal a wite as Cer bore. 
D. * Hoach. 


It tnad's all the matter, quoth he, I'm well pleas'd, 
From ail Care and troubic f now tha'l be eas'd ; 
Kind doctor, [ thank vou, pra io Your endeavour, 
And a handfome res ard thall repay you the tavour, 
: Derry dou 
8 — ** 
If t 7 ihe 
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The doctor took leave, highly vleas'd with his fee, Sweet e 


And often would call his fair patient to ſee; 

Flis 1. tc:ous love potion he citen apply'd, 

Wiic.: in lets then a year the old knight ſatisfy'd. 
Derr deus. 


SONG 225. laisn SoxG. 
Tune: Men { was a young man, I ſat in. 


II girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
Wou'd oftentimes treat me with claret and 
waiſky, 

Botheroo, Diddercy. 


Cauſe why, Icou'd dance, ſing and caper fo gail, 
And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Sail» 
ey. | 
| Beatherss, Didderco. 


But Cupid the blinker that arch miſchief maker, 

For Ruggedy Mauge caus'd my bowels to quake 
ur. 

Bal erco, Didderm, 


Oh! Rue gedy Madge was the fair creature's name 
ſir, | 

For whua my poor boſom was all in a flame fir, 

a buiiuroo, Didderes. 


Put oh ! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 


I tembled doan backwards ſtrait forwards before 
her. 


Bol erco, Diadercz. 


Sweet 


That n. 


But ſhe 
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You'll 


( 295 ] 
| Fweet creature ſaid I—can you fancy a lover, 
| That now will conceal what he now 41:1 lilcover,” 
Bot ber, Uiideroo. 


But he with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer 
me, f 
And ſhutttg her eyes - was reſviv'd not to hear 
nie. 
Buherio, Didier. 


struck dumb with this uſage, ſaid J you falſe 
creature. 
You'll mevr with yur match neither ſooner nor 
later. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Ti.en all ye young lovers by me tcke a warning, 
And Pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Butheroo, Didderoc. 


So boldly refolve to be buxom and jolly, 


For it magnifies nothing to die melancholy. 
Batheraa, Didderas. 


| Then when vou are dead, they will treat you 


with lau: hter, 
And call you a fool all your life ever after. | 
Batherco, Diaderoo. 


S ON G 226. 


The Hisrokx of the late WaR. 


RISE, Britannia. frike th' attentive ear, 
ith Britith decds perfurm'd in modern 
war ; 


Sing 
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Sing row thy ſons, warm'd with their grand-fire'; | 
tire, 
To conqueſt, wealth and glory re-aſpire. 
I ho 20 dde bears and {miles — elate to tel] 
How Albion role to fame, how Gallia fell. 
(Tune: 


C. de car to a frolicjome ae. ) 


Core liſen a while to my ſtorv. 
*T'1s bt tor true Britons to hear, 
How England affumed her gle Ty, 
And Frenchmen reſumed their fear. 
Tel, bl, E.. 


7 


(Tune: 77/, dic fre 


When gentſe peace's olive branch, 
Had 11d war jars with fairkiels France, 
Bricens toerr arms laid by; 
But France, wivic ſaith is all a joke, 
The tucrea bond of hondur broke, 
And every treaty es tie. 


(Tune : I. jtory 


ſays ohr good king. 
Ia very kard tains, 
My ahn Lewis Ch old he ſo uncivil :; 
Sir ce all bound he cr leaps, 
Iwill ſcize all his lips, 
Aud blow ail is torts to the devil 


Rreiræxrivx. 


＋ * Ig = v4 
Then trait he fort out full an brere a train, 


we're told. } ' 


As ever courted !ame on land or m: 
Their mighty acts ill dięn ff my fon ng; 


SH 
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le 
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(Tune: Watkin's Breeches.) 


| Have you not heard how Marlbro' burnt 


Their ſhipping at St. Maloe's ? 
Maloe's, Maloe's, ſhipping at St. Maloc's; 
Stores, pro 11ions, tips and all, 
He burn'd at St. Maloe's. 


(Tune: Ally Creaker.) 


This work when compleat, with hearts void of 
fear, fir, 

To Cherburgh, their courſe they directly did ſteer, 
fir, 

To Cherburgh, whoſe works, near an age had 

employ'd, fir, 

But in one glorious day was by Britain deſtroy'd 
fir : 

Zutfirſt we ſent a trumpet, on ſeeing their alarm, 
fir, 

To tell them our buſineſs in order and form, fir. 


(Tune, Lord Thomas he was a bold foreſter.) 


; But when that he came to Cherburgh gate, 


He knock'd hard at the ring, 

And who was fo ready as the governor, 
To let the bold trumpeter in. 

What news, what neus, thou bold trumpeter, 
What news doſt thou bring unto me? 

Ve' re come to deſtroy both your baſon and works, 
And that is bad news for thee, 


Rrcirariv. 


| Confounded at the news, with meagre face, 
Thus the poor governor bewail'd his caſe. 


Tune: 
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(Tune " The ch. Woe 75 Prepar” 4. 1 | 
The Engiith are come, our Gate is decreed, | 
Ah! toutes les 1aints aye pitie de nous! 
Such force and iuch courage no ſtrength can im. 
Yeae ; 
The devi! confound all the helliſh crew. 
Theu farcwel fair town, noble baſon adieu! 


Morbleu! | mal 1 by 3 ; wou'd vou cou'd I too , | 


Here ſets cur bright ſur, here begins our dif. race, 
For th: rouz' d E -nglith lion, no Frenchman can 
face. 


(Tune : Cur £4 ty ſhip. e vas laaden abb. 


So the works we burnt, and the ſtones we ſank, 
And tue governor he did run away 

And the flags we brought unto old England, | 
For to ſhew that we had won the day. 


(Tune: 4 Cobler there was.) 


»Twas our brave fathers, renown'd of yore, 

Spread death and deſtruction on Gallia's falic 
ſhore ; 

Thus our Edwards and Henry's, our Benbow: 
and Shovcls, 

Us'd to thraſh the French raſcals within then own 
hovels. | 


Ss 0. N Go 227. 


Gov fave the KIS 3. 


OD fave great GeorG our Kivg, 
Long hve our noble King, 
God fave the King ! 


Send 


im- 


rd | 


Te. 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over oy 
God ſave - the King! 


O Ld gur God, ariſe, 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall: 
Confourd their politics, 
Fruſtrate their Knaviſh tricks; 
On thee our he pes we fix, 

O tave C us all! 


Thu choiceſt gifts in ſore 

On GurorGt be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may he reign! 

May he defend our laws, 

And ever give us cauſe 

To ling with heart and voice, 


God fave the King! ! 


SO NG 228. 
The Rantriks of Loox bow. A MepLEY. 
(Ge ho Doboin.) 


doger, a. id lillen to where I have been, 
li tec wait wonderful zights I have 


zel 
Luch p! CCS for pahime, as now bear renown, 
Ia a at! amous ver, Cali'd fir London town © ' 
n tr: Ave F ont | jon! Gn wee London! ' 
lu taat famous zitv, call'd fair London town. 


Fohn 
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Jobn and Betty.) Ty 
Firſt you muſt know, | __ 
That we did go A, 

Into the zity; = 
And zaw, not far 1 


From Temple-Bar, 
The wax- work pretty. 


(1 made love to Kate) 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul ; 

Tho” thouſands I Cid zee, 
'Twa: bigger than 'em all; 

And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aicend ; 

So many, waunds ! I thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end ; 

But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came ! 

Had you been in my place, 
Why you'd have done the ſame. 


(Tom loves Mary paſſing well.) 
To Guild-Hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defiance ; 
That when the heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I coil ! I did not like ſuch vun, 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


(Stick a pin there.) 


And then to the Tower away we all ſtroll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 


When 


| „ 
When the ſhow-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair, 
In old Harry's pincuthion ſtick a pin there, 

| i Stick a pin there, &c, 


(My fond jhepheras of Late were jo bleft. } 


Back to Weſtminſter-Abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens and tombs; 
Bu: I never zaw, zince | was made, 
Such a number of deadly high rooms; 
Then the organs play'd up too fo fine ; 
What the boys ſung, I underſtood not; 
But the peoplen chorus, did join, 
That in heav'n 1 thought I was got. 


| (The Attic Fire. 


At play-houſe too I did admire 
A man who walk'd upon a wire, 
| As thof it was the ground; 
And then the zails of our old mill, 
When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand au, 
So vat he did turn round. 


(Kitty Fell.) 


But now the time, alas ! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home, 
ah me, unhappy clown ! 

[ dreamt of what I'd zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light, 
[ left dear London town. 

Charming Lon lon ! happy London! 
Adieu! dear Loadca ! London down. 
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Which ey'd by the jather, his aniwer was thus: 


6/3 nefe proces are Han 


+ — 


4 Son, truſt mcther church. ſor ſne' il over confer, 
% Ingu!gonce en bim th at's indulgent to her, 

% Let indi-ent wreeehes be ſeartd for tu ir ſouls, 
90 8 n ite grants an recel, d oi p ſtgles; 
„The gate of her mercy to all is unbarr'd, 


Y 


« 'To 111 fach mean, as come dul prepar's,” 


The nner encourage d to make his confeſſion: 
Devoutly begins to tell his tranigreſſion: 


« A ſlepherdeſs harmleſs and voung L betray'd, 
* ] found her, ah! won'd Thad left her a maid; 


he w n on the com- 


„ Untavght as the lambs 
mon, 

« Dccov'a by ens purſe, l ſes on made hera woman: 

Let this buy torc reneſs, it bought the del'gat, 

THas 11 4 i uri. 


« Take, take, holy father the ficnd from my light; 
"The 


” 


. 3 J 
The frier eber; q, and took charge of the booty, 
Obedience vou En i a branch of his duty, 
$9 is POVE; Ut 189, vet uri atccdbes, lis; 
Why fare you don't tlnle his intent was to keep 


But ie a bal tule by its length, be made worſe; 
Jhe triar wer 11 Wel ni: 9. a ti. E Cale — f the purſe 3 
«] fnd nit,” ſivs he, ** any cauſe for a alarm, 

« You inn usted A virgin an id wire is the harm.“ 


proceeded in penitence, jure 1 


« The charms of a widow my foul did ſurprize, 
« Deſpairing hor grief, and enctanting her eyes, 
« No ſecond en; 0 Dient ſhe'd learn to allow, 

4% Kklis'd 0:7 her tears and ah! canceil'd her vow;,, 


« Nlere e charity on had oblig'd ou to this, 
« Fo comfort a vidow ſure was not amits. 


„An Hugenot's conſort fell next in my inare, 
« By force I ſubdu'deth' untragtable fair, 

« Her hulband intruded, he ſell in the ſtrife; 

« ] ſtript her of honour, aud him of ns lite.“ 


* Piſh let not ſuch triiles your mind incommode, 


N To take from a heretic's giving to God; 
„Which doubtleſs will cancel a: F treſpalles paſt, 
And merit the Kingdoi of heaven at latt.“ 


%] love to a beantiful nun did reveal, 

„She onen'd her heart, and the over ker cell; 

10 of 1 1 5 
She open'd, oh! heavens.“ 


« Damnation and heil; 

Mark, mark, it in black O ye ſecret recorders, 
« What! lic with a nun, and not be in orders? 
S602 „% his 


304 f 

„ This one deadly iin exceeds all the ſeven, 

« "11s robbing the church, that's robbing of 
heaven; 

«© Novigil or offering atones for your evil, 

Down, dewn, to peruition, down, down, to the 

Devil.“ 


Away mezk'd the gallant, away crept the monk. 


his fneak'd to his pottage and that to his punk. 


SONG 230, ALiIr TIE FrigTaTiION, 


HCUGH in cheſe gay days, the ladies love 
plays, 
Dance and caper without heſitation, 
day there is no ſporting, compared to courting, 
Ind laving a little flirtation. 


And having a little flirtation. 


n houſe or in ſtreet, or whereever you meet, 
With the object of your inclination, 

Ch 35 it not pleaſure, beyond any meaſure, 
'Fo have then a jjttle flirtation. 


To have then, ce 


Wiat the? now you call an aſſembly, or ball, 
A pleaſant and feet recreation: 
Although crouded full, you would find it but dull, 
F you had not a little flirtation. 
If you had not, &c. 


There's you, ani there's ycu, and there's you madam 
oo, 


All your primneſ is but aftectation; 

Though you ncv n fo Gl, vet you cannot deny, 
Tat voe're fr of a littie flirtation, 

| nat you're * 

en 
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Then baniſh ail care, my denr lonely fair, 
Nor think of the tte of tie nation 
come u ell, or cone ill. let rin ho howtiey will, 
We muft have a little Airtatien. 
And we u ili have a little Hirtat:on. 


S 1% 04.2238; 


JozsoxN's PartEY with Nei. $ Or, A Taiy to 


* 


the ConromnaT t or. 


all ſtrife, 
Our manners to mend, and begin a new life 
No more | ail Gout thee, no more Pl] be frown'd. 
Nell, we'll go to London, to fev ine Kine crab n'd. 


50 \IS time my doar Nell, now to ceaſe from 


The King did proclaim, when his reign did begin, 
That to fweor and to ſcold, was an horriÞ > fin; 

Then {col ine no more, and ein peace Vibe tound; 
Nell, we'll o to London, to tre the Ring Cown'd. 


There, Nell, we ſhall fee the King all in his robes, 
The lords in th ir laces, the ladies with bobs; 

The knights in their caters, antitlus renown”; 
Net, we'll go to London to tee the King crown d. 


O then we Nall fee the ne crownation chair, 
Al cover'd with crimten, and ghuld that does 


Tie cutui n and caropy lac'd arcund; 
Nell, „'i 30 to Landn to ſer the King crown'd. 


% 9 
(_ 6 9 by > „ 
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Tre biſhops in lawn then, all fine and all clean, 
\-:! on the King's head {et the crown ſo ſerene, 
With gems fo beſpangled all eyes to confound ; 
Nell. we'li go to London, to fee the King crown'd, 


he bible preſented, the King he will ſw ear, 

A!! r:cnt for to do, without favour oi fear, 

on the drums they wall beat, and the trumpets 
will ſound! 

ch, we'il go to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


rau the bells they will ring, and the rockets will 
fly, 


Bow the bombs and the guns then will roar in 


the fKky, | 
The ſerpents and fire balls how whiz on the ground! 
Nell, we'll go to London, to fee the King crown'd, 


flow the bumpers will flow too, to Kirg George 
the T bud, 

A true Britiſh monarch, I'll give you my word: 

Long, long may he reign, and may plenty abound; 

Come Nell, ict', to London, to fee the King crowu'd. 


SONG 2.2. 
Pore BESSsT. A Scots Sang. 


| OUNG Beſs locks ſae bonny, 
Bufx'd in cockernony, 
Ard ccats kilied up io her knee; 
That ay! when | view her, 
I fondly purſue her, 
And bliche am fic beauty to ſee, 


She's 


{ 


? 
es 


| 


| 


| 
| 


— _ __ ———— 


1 
She's *boon the aid of art, 
Lovely in ilka part, 
Nae painting nor patches wants ſhe ; 
For kind-hearted nature 
Sae finiſh'd ilk feature, 
That racthing mair perfect could be. 


che without hoſe or ſhoon, 
Sae mony hearts has won, 
That ladies envy, and deſpair ; 
For nae ane in the ilk, 
Though bra'ly buſk'd in filk, 
Can wi' her for beauty compare. 


Sae far Beſs ſurpaſſes 
The lave of the laſſes, 
For beauty, in ilka degree: 
That fowk, wondrin at her, 
Cry, ſure ſome god gat her, 
She ſeems ſac celeſtial to be. 


Gin Paris were living, 
And now had the giving, 
O' the apple that erſt he gave; 
My Beſſy's fae bonny, 
He'd gie't her, or ony : 
Ja vain might the goddeſſes crave. 


Beſides, ſhe's no pretty 
Alane, but the's witty, 
Her tongue is wi' eloquence fraught : 
And yet her ſenſe is ſuch, 
She never ſpeaks o'er much; 
Nor can in an e. ror be caught. 


Since I'm no ambitious 
For wealth, be propitious 


And 
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And let me tak charge o' thy charms: 
Let, ler bonny Beſſo, 
Let Robe careſs ve, 

And ward ve frac faith in his arms. 


SONG 233. 


The Drying Swalx. A Scots Sang. 


Au! cruel nymph! tell, tell me why, 
0 You thus ha' chang'd your mind; 
And why trae his en mbraces iv, 

V awd prove to zou io kind: 
That love veu feert'd to ſnew o' late, 
1 kind, alas! was but degeit. 


* 


Vhan fr? tell' my love to yon, 
You {ware be ttoth and faith, 
Tha: red av Io ut. d prove mo true; 
But au hac OWN tie baith, 
And gic'n to a fave iwain your love, 
Wha'il in the end ydur ruin Prove, 


When frit bis ſeianed love he made, 
Ir une =. 10, to thee, 
You b 10 INT 5 zut Uuſming ſald, 
You loc him more than me. : 
Was this your faith? could vou thus prove? 
V. ere theſe your oaths? Mas this your love 2 


In mezes whan vou wirnrm: is aad ſu ins 
\v" 230 in'd in rufa! dance, 

Teund you or: i took mach gains; 
But vhen 1 21d advance, 

You Frak their bange, vou valnabide, 
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Whilſt it 
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Yet you 
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( 309 ] 
Whilſt ither ſwains de (port and play, 
I tend my flocks alane ; 
And to the whiiiling wind a? day, 
I ſigh and mak my mane ; 
| Yet you rejoice, laugh at my pain, 
And ſcorn me for a faithleſs ſwan. 


Tho” you ſae fawſe prove, and unkind, 
Whom I ſac much adore, 
I fill maun bear you in my mind; 
But ne'er ſhall loo ane more: 
Since ye've prov'd fawſe na mair III try; 
But for a treach'rous woman die. 


Yet cruel fair, grant my Iaſt lack, 
Oh, do not that deny : 
Whan dead, a monument erac 
| Unto my memory. 
Whether o'er it you greet or laugh, 
Engrave this for my epitaph. 


Young ſwains, I beg ye'd a' tak care, 

Your hearts fra love keep free ; 

| Leſt yours ſhould lead you to deſpair 
As mine did wretched me : 

She brak her vows, frae me did fy, 

And for her ſake, lo, here I lie. 


SONG 234. A Scots Sang 


IN e'er I'm in love, it ſhall be with a laſs, 
As ſweetas the morn-dew that ligs on the graſs, 
Her cheek mun be ruddy, her eyn mun be bright, 
Like ſtars in the ſky on a cauld froity night. = 
O 


310 ] 
Oh cou'd I but ken c a laſke as this, 
I'd fre gang to her, 
Cue her and woce her, | 
At once take un heart and folicit a kiſs. 
My daddie wad ha' me tomarry wi Bell, 
But \\ = \\ 14 t11 Ane Fat lie e. na line 
M hat tho? ſhe has mucke. me $ ox 


Fic, 


* * 


cll ; 
Cary and auid, 
ſ1ucy, uncco, and a terrible ſcold. 

Oh gin lie get ic avixcn as this, 

I'd whap her and {trap her, 

So bang her and ſap her, 

The devil for me ſhou'd volicit a kiſs, 


There's Maggie wad fin lug me into the chain, 
She ſpiers trite at me, but blinks it in vain, 
She trews that I'll ha ker [te no ſuch a fo, 
For Willy did for her a lang while ago. 

Oh gin le get fe a wanton as this, 

She 1 nora me and icorn me, and hugely 

adorn me, 
And ere ſhe'd kiſs me 


gi another a kiſs. 


But find me a laſhe. that's vouthful and gay, 
As blithe as a ſtarling, as pleaſant as may, 
'ha's free frae aw wWrangling and jangling and 
ſtrife, ile. 
And Iſe tak her and mak her my ain thing for 
Oh gin le get fic a bleſſin g as this, 
Ve Kiſs her and preſs her, prelerve and careſ: 
her, 


And think my ſelf greater than Jove is in bit. 
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And there will he Sawny tae ſutor. 
Ard V1; wa tue mei i le 1 mou? 

And there will be 3 tne 1 
With Ancrow the tinkler, tre: 
And there Will be how dlenged Robbie, 
Wit umb. ls K: aty 0 90 b, "man : 
And there wili be blue: cheel⸗ it Doo bie, 

And Lawric the laird ot the land. 


Fy it 45 2 Co 


And there will be fow-libber Patio, 

And plucky-tac'd Wat o' the mill, 
Car: ver-nos'd Francie and Gibbie 

That «ins in the hoy of the hilt; 
And there will be Alaiter S$;b! 

Win in with black Beſte ot HD ol, 
With :niveling Lili. and Tibb, 

The laſs hit lands aft cn the foil, 

fr i bs Ice 


And Madre that was buc! cled to Steer IC, 
And coit him grey, breexs to his aſs, 
Who afrer was he angit for tleal' ng 
Great mercy it ha ppen d na war: 


And 


* 


And thyre 1. 6g... Geer y [inners, Vith {; 
Ana kirk, wita the HMly- weit. leg, Ard h 
Wha gade to the ſoutli tor manners, And the! 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons-meg, With 
Fy lit us, Oc. . And roa. 
Ot 801 
And there will be Judan Maclawrie, Fr 
And blinkin daft Barbar Macleg, : 
Wi' flae-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, Scrapt h. 
And ſhangy-mou'd haluket Meg, And a 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nancy, When w 
And fairy-tac'd Flowrie by name, | We'll 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, Th. 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. F 
y let us, Tc. | 5 
And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie, 7 


With his glaikit wife jenny Bell, 


And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapie, 
The lad that was ſkipper himſel. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings . 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha”, T: 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. N vir 
| Fy let us, c. 2 An 
4 And Bor 
And there will be fadges and brochan, „ 
With fowth of good gabbocks of ſkate, Then B. 
Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, N 
And cauler nowt- feet in a plate. Get up 
And there will be partans and buckies, PE 
And whitings and ſpeldings enew, 
With ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, My Cro 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. N 
y let us, Se. | Aft has 
And there will be lapper'd milk kebbocks, And, 
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Scrapt haddocks, wil! 5s, Julſe and tangle, 
And a mill of good . ing to price; 
| When weary with eating aud drinking, 
| We'll riie up and dance Ul we die. 
Jen /i li 
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SONG 236. 
Tak your Avi CLoak about vou. 
Nuinte 


when the rain'rain'd cauld, 

And tro! and {naw on ilka hill, 

and Boreas, with his blaus tuc bald, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky ty kill: 


Then Bell, my wiſe, wha loves na itrite, 
dhe laid to me right hatily, 


Cet up, gobdman, ſave Cromic's lie, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is zan uſeful cow, 
And the is ccme of a gœod kine 
Aft has the wet the bairns mou, 


And I am lai;h that ſhe thou'd tyne ; 


D d The 
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Get up, goodman, it is fou time. 
The ſun fhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Gae tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 

But now *tis ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year ; 

Let's ſpend the gear that we have wor, 
We little ken the day we'll die: 

Then I'll be proud, fince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they colt but ha'f a crown, 
He ſaid, they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and loun: 
F'e was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
»Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule, 
Do ye not ſce Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſe ? 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat *tis thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken ; 
And we have had between us twa, 


Of lads and bonnv laſſes ten: 


Now 
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Now they are women grown and men, 


I with and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good hulband, 
E'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 


gell, my wife, ſhe loves na Prife x 


„ 


But the wad guide me, if the can, 
And to maintain an ealy lite, 
aft maun vield, though I'm good man: 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea ; 
Then ['ll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 


SONG 237. 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel my jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony day 
been, 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 


Theſe tears that | ſhed, thev ar»: a' for m. dear, 


And no for the dangers »ttonGllg on weir. 
Though bore o rough tea; ty a tur oy ſhore, 
May be to return to Locheber 10 hve, 


Thouzh hurricanes riſe, an! r'i{- ery winl, 
They'il n eer make a teiape Ik. train my mind. 
Though loudeſt of thunder en luder waves roar, 
That's nacthing like leavin; m, lee on the ſhores 
To leuve thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's ingloricus, no fame ein be gain'd. 
And beauty and iove's the reward of the brave, 
And I muit deſerve it before I can crave. 

Dt 2: Then 


— 
_ 

A 

— 


1107 4.007 wy Jeans, maun plead my excuſe, 
nc hotvour COMman's me, how can | refuſe 7 
nau it] reor can have merit for thee, 

And wth ut th, favour I'd better not be. 

oo ten, my Hats, to vin hang ir and tame, 
iti mould luck to come glorigully hame, 
I bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
Niu then I' leave thee aud Lochaber no more. 


— 


SONG 238. A Lor Sox in Low Lire, 


By Air. Gzogcr Al EAN DER STEVEXS, 


W the ſide of a green ſtagnate pool, 

D Brick-duſt Nan was fer ſcratching her head, 

Iler matted locks frizzled her ſkull, 
As briitles the hedge-hog beſpread. 

The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, 

Her athen brown beauties reveal'd ; 

A link boy to her through the mud, 

Bare-tooted ſcamp'd over the field. 


O my love, though I cannot well jaw, 
(This plyer at playhouſe began) 
Not tobacco fo ſveet to the chaw, 
As to kiſs are the lips of my Nan. 
O my love, cries the mud-colour'd ft.e, 
And gave him a rib ſqueeüng hug, 
I'd fleep in a cellar with thee, - 
Tho' bit by each blood-ſucking bug. 


Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd ; 
Their wedding to keep in the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily feour'd ; 
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While rats round them hangry explor d, 
Undaunted they took their repole 5 
| All the night on the litter they inor d, 
And wak'd the next morning to loute. 


SONG 239. 


The Huuouss of CovenT-GaRDES, 


| Tune: Rag Fair. 


LD bards have ſung how they could boat 
Of places much renowned, 
For bloody battles won and loſt, 
And royal monarchs crowned : 
But all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
They were not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd, when once compar'd, 
With famous Covent-Garden. 


| Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 
| For people to be good in; 
Where ſermons, you may hear, are fill'd 

With reaſons like a pudding ; 
Though in his clack, the man 1a black, 

is ſometimes very clever ; 
Let I've been told, both young and old 
Return as wile as ever. 


| And not far off great Shakeſpear's ſhade 
His court is always keeping; 
| Where comedy is laughing made, 

And tragedy is weeping, — 


Dd 3 Here 


1 

Hero Romeo ſighs, and Uiamlet dies, 
:\nd brave Othello's undene; 

To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's joker, 
Or elie the crivs of London. 


Ihe Bedford next my muſe has ſound, 
A font that's worth vour taking: 

MWnere h:Gbiter cries with pleaung found, 
«Freſh. colice, fr, is making.” 

Here buſt-in'd beaus, in rich lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and ſquires blutter. 


Bards, quncks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits. 


An cd ſurpriing Culler, 


Now further let us deer our couric, 
Tie zustien-rohm invites us, 
Mhere Lang ford talks thi he grows hoarſe, 
Au gutes as it he'd bite us. 
as Fe 171 ber one 'i hactly done, 
« The head cf C. r' nal Fleury; 
„ Gu:nc:is a ſcore, J afk vo more, 
„ 11 Korth it, FH ative you.“ 
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Here juſtice too ap pears in view, 
With bindage ver her peepers 
And ward hald wat both lon: and i tout, 
To guard the br. thel-kcepers. 


Here's bullies. pamblers, bau ds and whores, 
Who da-lv dd enfnare men; 

Thief iakers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Wel and lrich chairmen 

And trav' lers vw 0 che worid 80 throua gh, 
Have g. ve n attellation; 5 

So range a place, vou Cannot trace 
in any other nation. 


— — 


SONG 240. A Ni dkxoO SONG. 
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LTH O' a flave Im born and bred, 
My Nin be black or vells, 
| [nave often ſolden By mai. !euhcal 
Jo many a pretty lellow. 

Me mier too cep me for true, 

| Him eave 1c Owns and [aces ; 

nn WOK sent and bitty too, 

To gain iny {weet embraces. 


m picca n'nu, him come black, 
My mofiur *\v*17 and W111 8 
Fry Le * 
F 1 ar F, **C dl 2 n. Oit my bac! * 
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And naked es im Ar'g me, 
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Him O be ſheer him come one night, 
Him give me cloaths and kiſſes; 
Him get one picca-ninny white, 
Almoſt as white as miſſes, 
My miſſes whip my back long ſwitch, 
And ſwear him child for moſſar; 
My moffar call'd him lying bitch, 
And bid him kiſs him roſſar, 


TI am fumb'd If I don't condeſcend, 
I am fumb'd too if I do it. 

I have no one to ſtand my friend, 
So I am forc'd unto it. 

I know no law, I know no ſin, 
I am but what you make me, 

Dis be the way you breed me in; 


So God or Devil take me. 


25.0088 


SONG 241. Tux ChHamBERMaAd, 


OT far from town a country ſquire, 
An open hearty blade, 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong defire, 
To kiſs the chambermaid, 


To kils, to kiſs the chambermaid, 


One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 

And ail beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
He kiſs'd the chamber maid. 


Re kiſs'd, &c. 


The parſon's ſpouſe, from window high, 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 
And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chambermaid; She'd, &c. 
Wher 
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When all was o'er, poor Betty cr;'d, 
Kind tir, I'm much afraid, 
That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſe'd her chambermaid. You's c, So. 


The ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That the might not upbraid, 
And initantiy the lady brought, 
Whete he had kiſs'd her maid. Where, &Ce 


Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree 
Her ladythip was laid, 
And three times tweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt like her chambermaid. Juſt, &c, 


(ext morning came the parſon's wiſe, 
For ſcandal was her trade, 
I aw your ſquire, ma'am, on my life, 
Great with your chambermaid. Great, & 


When, cry'd the lady, where and how? 
Il won diſcharge the jade, 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs J your chambermaid. He kiſs'd, &c. 


This falſhood, cry'd ber ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe deyra lc, 
Twas 1 chanc'd there to make a ſlip. 
And nut my chambermaid. And not, &c, 


| 


Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not trutting what was faid, 
And Betty kceps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chambermaid. 7 
Tac pretty, pretty che mbermaid. 
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SONG 2242. 
Tux Novice. i 1 
ONFIN'D to the houſe to the age of fiſteen, : 
No men but the clowns of the pariſh had 

ſeen, Hur was 
An aunt to inſtruct me, a formal old maid, Hur fath 
And I, filly I, believ'd all that ſhe ſaid. Where n 
| 0h the 
My aunt in the grave, to the town [ ſtrait flew, IWhere 
Ard inſtantly fond of each pleaſure I grew ;  Prafe 
The ſparks waited round me wherever I went, Ard u 

And I, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant, 
Hur fath 
They call me a goddeſs, and ſighing declare, A thentl; 
The toaits of the town are not like me fo fair; Great w. 
They vow and they kneel, and my pity invoke, ' Which c 
And I, filly I, {till believ'd all they ſpoke. | f 
They tickled my pride, but my heart ſtill was do great 
free, | For hur 
Not one of them all was a conqueſt for me; | ( 
Till young Strephon advanc'd, and quickly he Hur flev 
taught, A knigh 


What I, filly I, to that moment had ſought. 


! 
With good breeding and ſenſe his Inv? he derte. 900m 
Not like the vain tops who before had appear'd; Of! * 
His expreſſions were tweet, and ſprung from his * gn 4 

mind, Y | 
And I, happy I, to my Strephon was joln'd. To com 


SONG 
| ® Bread 
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SONG 243. 


Hucnu Morcar's Lamentation. 


| 


=P T Llantavre, Got pleſs her, a place of 
| renown, town, 
Hur was brought up, and porn, 'twasa prafe gallant 
Hur father, Got pleſs her, did keep a goot houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe, 
Oh the houſe of hur father, hur father's coot hefe, g 
here never was lack of goot patting ard /ow/e, 
Prafe barra-mennin ® and get + barra-chomy* ; 
And was it not, lock yeu, a plentiful houje. 


Hur father, Got pleſs her, was prafe gallant man, 
A ſhentleman, look you—and Morgan her name, 
Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 

Which caus'd many ſcars on hur worſhip's goot 
| face. Oh the houſe of bur father, &c. 


do great was hur might, her ſtrength and hur power, 
| For hur ſprung from the loins of great Owen 
Glendour, | 
Hur flew many ſhiants, reliev'd many meids, 
A knight of great valour—but a cobler by trade, 
O the houje of hur father, &c. 


Of Cunnocks and goats hur had goot ſtore and 
| P | 

Of leeks à tent garden, with cabbages dainty ; 

An old woodcock's bill for a pipe—with goot 
liquor, : 

To comfort hur noe when hur ſat in hur wicker. 
Oz the houje of bur father, &C. 
Now 


* Bread and Butter. + Bread and Cheeſe. 


1 
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Now hur Ather was t tle 0h begce to hnr rehique, 


lur va tend oi te u ind in hur gut are the 
Hur houſe, 60058 ad chattles hu est to her . 
; y 1 . ; 8 
Who was look'd at by eil as a ti wing vous 
Ian. C. 12 re 4,4 of har fathir, KC. 
But the Frit of great March, on St. Tamd's great 
dav, 
As thorough Llantavre hur took her beſt way, 
Wich hur leck in hur hat, to the ſhow hur was 
going, 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Vatkin and Owen, 
O the heuje of hur father, &c. 


Now 75 bur was pafſing the folks all among, 
Sweet iancfted' face her beheld in a throng ; 
St. David. how great was poor Hughy's furpriſe! 
Wen kur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhort from hur 
e\ CSo 
O' the marjilous eyes of ſreet Ii innefred Sheones, 
Which makes hur ju op, ing wil" bing, and 
greunsy As 
Dilaking bur moans, Hglines and orcans, 
Oh tre mar feleus exes of jarvect Winnefred Shoner, 


he very n:{t ſhaſt hur receiv'd from her quiver, 
Went thorough her breaſtbone, and fuck in hur 
liver, 
Hur plot poil'd an! puppled and glow'd in 2 
trice, 
But Winnetred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 
Oh the manfe lvus ces, &c. 


By Cheſu hur ſ re hur wou'd pluck up a courage, 
Hur went to har and {wore hur was as good as 


leek porrage, 
lee k porrage i 


"at, | 


Put hur 
Which 


Hur to! 
Hur lov 
But inv 


Unhced 


Cot {pl 
Hur wc 


But the 
A ſon 
Ob, 1 


So now 
And le: 
Marewe 
Hur'll 
Then 
Ihe: 
Pray 
Or, 


a 
Put bur gimlet hur cord with an eve of diflain, 
Which picrc'd hur heart thotrough ary WOrwuy 
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Hur told hur in many ſweot ditty and caro', 

Hur love was as great a her anceſtors were all, 
But in vain thoſe tweet ditties and carols hur fung, 
Unheeded hur harp blur © often had Rrung. 


F * * „ * 1 | = „ „ * 
. th. Mary. r Gay &. 


Cot ſplutter hur ivore, for hur was in a paſſion, 
Hur would hate al tuch jades as the plagues of 
a nation. 
But the ſlut was ſo cruel! hur ſpit in hur face, 
A ſon hur was lack of good preceding and grace. 
Ob, the dammuable eos of 21. 5 14 ennefred Shone:. 


So now hur will pack up her alls and be going, 
And leave off ſuch priples and praples as loving, 
Farewel to Llantavre of faired renown, 

Hur'll ſeek hur goat fortune in London fine town, 
Then adieu to the houſe, ob, bur father's fre houſes 
Where never was lack of goet fu and , 
Proje barra-mennin, and 150t barra-c 5/0 5 
On, was it ut lo youa plentiful He. 


By Mr. George ALtextaxptr Srvr gs, 
E anal Auſtria ard Fuffia, France, Flanders 
and Pruſha. | 
Have Heroes who claim Truth's attention, 
lath: roll of fair fame, as he took down each name, 
dome Britons 1 {41d he ſhould mention: 
EC And 


| 
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| And fince we have men, who ore worthy his pen, "Th 
| Wno for [.ongiand act nobiy as can be, The In 

When he ſaw me periiit, then he open'd his lig, 8¹ 
And in front aood the Marguis of Granby. | The di 
A 
Old Time ſhook his ſeythe as he tott'ring ſlood by, But af 
His iron tecth dreadtully gra ted, Fe 
But the fad loc hing crone clear'd his brow from 
VW hen Fame ha mv errand relied; (troun; Now tt 
The cleeks of the churl with a ſ.nile ſcem'd to H 
cuil, Blow w 
And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can he, 55 
Saith the ungle-lock'd ler, friend, this peint's From v 
prett clear, 
We all love the Marquis of Granby, A 
What 
Like curs in the manger let malecontents rave, 
Aud talk how enfecbled our race is, A 
That our fathers were manly, were vig'rous and 
brave, 


And caei hearts we might read in their faces; 
What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are, 
I can prove it as plainly as Cn be, 
Let them that would ſce c hat a Eriton ſhould be, A 
Behold but the Marquis of Granby. | 


Ab 
| Had the cynic Diogenes 1:v'd to this dar, 
He'd thrown down his lanthorn to vie” him; 
He's eſleem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
And toxhunters hark away to him ; Sin 
By his monarch ſent over to break the French Ne 
cover, © | ] fing 1 


With bold pack as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, Of En; 
Of Britich true blues who to hunt the French chuſe, 
When led by the Marquis of Granby. 


Bigot 
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Biget Spain has va't wealth, Gcile France has rich 
The tains th w marvellous banners, [ wines, 
The Indians mav hou.lot emerald fill'd mines, 
Bat Lincolnfitre boatts of its Manners ; 
The diauzond when worn, my the wearer adorns 
And tparkic us brilliant a; can be, 
But a flat room tuch tos are momentary jays, 
For the jewel of Grantham is Granby. 


Now the hazards of war for à ſeaſon ſubũde, 
His country commands not his duty 
Blow win-!s to his withes, be fafery his guide, | 
To England, love, friend!ki>, and beauty. 
From what do ye call Paderborn, may he happy 
return, 
Are, quickly £50, quickly as can be; 
What hall we ſay taen f Why there's Granby 
again; 


And again to the Marquis of Granby. 
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AS ON G and no SONG, 
About EVERY-THING and NoTHIiNGe 


Written in the vear 1756. 
Sing not of war, neither ſing I of peace. 
Nor wantons my muſe on the pleaſures of Caſe; 
] ſing not of Bacchus, nor ſing I of Venus, 
Of England or France, or the quarrel between us- 
Derry diwun, Geo 
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nat c. ire i how qatsKiy Crown-point may ſar. 
render. 
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CERN 10] forty thomtan to ratte a commotion, 
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ung not oi C0 rein, or Roman mad heroes, 
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* Ca 11140 * neck 7 or the I. 4wt i In Bully. 


? ung not the ſangitude 2 Git, OT / on, 

Toe ſchenes ot the Fiench, or the proweſs of 
Er 42 aln 5 

ben tuin 3 nare been 1 A407 of I: want) beforo, 

A uli aughit LEG, by deo ice twenty more, 

| ina not aff. irs of the church or the flate, 

1 1 „e Crutt of the priens, or in: rigges of the great. 

to zue, ii -We-tt-e WHIL ſtill keep his place, 

O. tt prove too honeſt at lait for his grace. 


Jung not the fop with his fair weather face, 
:. 

* ; box of periames, or his aukward grimace; 
V 50 brags of amours with each impude ent doxy, 


Cr laying 10 oft with my lady by proxy, 


i fing not the ogling coquæt's pretty arts, 


Whole imiles mak. e us flaves; or whote frowns 
brea« our hearts; 

V ho ſcorns to comply till her bloom is decay'd, 

And fepenting tœo late dies a Wrinkled oe maid. 
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Iſing not the prude” s hy are drs, 
surrounded with whalc-buic, ſurrounded with 
cares; 
Who hates all the men, alm ſt ſaints at the icht, 
And for fear of the Rakes lies with L.ckey at 
night, 


T fing not Miſs Fanny, nor ſet I hefore you, 

Tne abaudon'd e r of tha dauthiers et Drury. 
Nor favs, nor ſuppoſes, the chaue biuthir 7 mute, 
That ladies retire from the c:urt to the flews. 


I fing not the peeviſh old-maid's wicked malice, 


Still blaming her ſex, and reproving its follies; 


Wo calls every bright- blooming beauty alrumpet, 
Becauſe one has ofters t'otl er Would! jump at. 


[ fing not the ſcold that's eternally bawling 

Frernally ranting, and rozring, and ſqualling. 

Nor ſing 1 poor hen-peck'd and hornity'd ipouſe, 

Whom, tO bring in callants, madam kicks out 
o' th' houfe. 


I ſing not the hot-healed heireſs? ſchemes, 

Or the buxom young virgin's extatical dreams; 

In raptures refin'd niahtiy toſling aud turning, 

And curing th' unwelcome approach of "the 
morning, 


I ins not the lod, ſtorming windov's and doors, 
Demoliſhing watchinen, and beating up whores; 
With conſtables 5 bravet,y maintaining the fight, 
And lodging fcurt in a roundhouſe all night. 


It fing not the ſet that's eternally toping, 
* 1th mouth to receive, or emit ever open; 
EE Who 
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Wno ſwears tha: all earthly enjoy ment and ple 
largo, 

- to drink without end, and to drink without: 
meutute. 


o 
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20 not IH he. N65 of +! deep poi: tician, 


(9 numble the French, and bring Gown their 
an 1b; tion; 


I ma! de their grend Monarque, ab arms & avi. 
en {001 pz nitential 20 cy Out pe. . 

| 515 not how ſagel/ his provident care, 

Belus torts in Vir. inin, 


and caſtles in—air; 
alt the pros ts his policy yields, 
Js gratis Proct uring a teat in Moor- nelds. 
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zermit immur'd in a cell, 

SS, vv nout w. loom, D dwell; 
Nor ung ES the ſordid till-he apiog-up miſer, 
Bin F 


Z JUL as MUCH rich, as 7 OMNET grows wiſer. 
ang no: 


„ hat Cam cls have Wil. 4 tO recover, 


Their honour relle n'd, wlien ne trantport Was 
Over; 
Nor lint! 


nt Uthe wire: templing row bud in Tune, 
*cryvour Of May, or— the man in 


wha 


„ + 

9 6 
89 
But 


the moon. 

m hearers cv, 
beat: 

1how Gr 76 
that? 


The: a ng for the critics. 
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however they bawl, 
Becgulz I nngomfren lun, ith, Nothing at all. 
N 4 346. 
Furl * - F * — 5 
oo 1498 25 true Dritons, 1 mean not the men, 
Pa: ta Caen er ip 


et, TO UO UL they can, 


—©—— — — 


— 


Mav eac! 
Let ſuch 

Be crave 
Some ch: 


chall we 
Who on 
When m 

n 
ru be b! 


Since ou 
f 
Shall! u 
Since 01 
{ 
Let's pr 


in ages 
That v 


Then 1 
Won't 


Let's b 
Grave 
It we'r 


Cry tr 


Tan 
B ve 
Bar. 
Tt 


E 3. 
To land for their rights, a, they would for thet” 
1 05, [wive*, 
And prove to the world tua: 2 8 8 true Britith 


May each girl that wants ſpirit, be wed to a chur!, 
Let ſuch be inupid, and Al dull, 

Be grave and tools gloomy, till you can pros OKC 
Some chat, that may end in an innocent joke. 


Shall we tamely to turbulent ſpouſes ſubmit ? 

Who only find fault, why ? becauſe they think fr 

When mv hutband turns Turk, and can prove ['ve 
no foul, 

Fu be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul. 


Since our men are great heroes aud conquer their 
foes, 

hal! we women want courage one man tooppole ? 

Since our ures, and our offspring, can f, ht one ta 
ren, | 

Let's prove ourie:ves worthy of brave Dritiſhi men. 


ia ages long pail, from a great eaſtern king, 
That women were ttronecit, good prof [ can 
— — 


bring. 
Then if we, with a Britich King plac'd on the 
throne, (none- 


Won't ſtand for our rights, we deſerve to have 


Let's be heroines all, and ſtand up for the truth, 
Grave matrun, fine lady, poor woman, or youth, 

If we're wrong, jet us own it, but it we are right, 
Cry frecdom and property with all our might, 


Taen all act like Sarah, and vou will be prais'd, 

B ever 1 nied,, vor ever au. az'd; 

Bar tend to: you; rivats as vou αiα forvour lives, 

Ist- vo kat nds ma, cugw. Waen thcy ve gut 
ein b. > VU iN G 
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SONG 247. This ril 
The Or1cin of the Tx Bur Society And Ba 
In Ia ELAN U. Canis 
By Mr. Groncs ArrXAN DE STrvexs, | e 
Tune: To allen ladies non at wand, _ 
Iona 
NE evening at ambrofial treat, — 
From her ætherial tour, ROY 
Minerva the nine Mules niet, | 
In Ida's ſacred bower ; This or 
Apollo and gay Bacchus jcin, Ti 
For hand in Ka walk wit and wine. Where 
With my fal de rel, Er. Tc 
From c 
Pallas the ſwimming dance begun, And in 
Her har a nilet bound, | 
Blue, like her cyc:, the bandage ſhewn, 


Her ſapiens temples crown'd ; | 

Which, looſen'd in the dance, dropt dou n, 
And Bacchus ſnatch'd the azure zone. | 
ub my fal de rel, Cc. Bun 


The ribbon on his breaſt be plac'd, 
By Styx, then ſwore the youth; O! 
What had the throne of wiſdom grac'd, v 
Shou'd grace the ſcat of truth: 


At once then ope his robe he threw, We nav 
And on his boium bcam'd True Blue. 

I my ful de rel, Cc. 
| We has 
If mortals can give garters ſame, 
| And honours form on earth; We ſha 
Sure deities may do the ſame, Me i; 


And 


1 


And give one order birth : 
This ribbon, lov'd celeſtials view, 
And ſtamp your fanction on 'Irue Blae, 


* 92 „ o P 7 . > 
I 1 . 440 99793 31 


Urania prais'd the roſy god, 
f Her tunetul filters join; 
Minerva gave th” aſſenting nod, 
Phahbus enroli'd the ton : 
Along the fc ies loud prans few, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd True Blue. 
| With m; felt dis Se. 


This order Ir:s bore to earth, 
The gods enjuin'd the tair, 
Where firſt ſlie found out ſons of worth, 
To leave the ribbon there : 
From clime to clime ihe ſearching fle, 
And in IIlibernia leit True Bluc. 
With my fal ae ral, Oc, 


" — 


SONG 248, 


BatTarin's REMEMBRANCE Re 
For the years 1758 and 1739, 


OM liſten a while and Il tickle your ears, 
With a few little vict'ries, by which it ap- 

pears 
We nave gain'd from the French in two little years. 
Iich no C can deny, deny, Oc. 


We have beat them my boys, aud I'll hold you a 
pound, [ ground, 

We ſhall beat them, my boys, upon fea or dry 
We ſhall beat them as long as che world goes 
round. vie us Ce, Sc. 


* 
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With Guordalupe firit I emb-ilith my ſtrain; 
Then a ciulicr of forts cro«d into my brain, 


Crow n-Point, Frontenac, Niagara Dequeſne. 


J. h.ch no beedy, Sc. 


Quebec we have taken, and taken Breton ; 
Trough the coaſt was as keep, that a man might 
as foon, | 
As the Frenchmen imagin'd, have taken the moon, 
Which no body, Sc. 


Senegal we have taken, and taken Goree, 

And thither we trade for our blacks, do you ſee, 

For who ihould buy ilaves but they that are free, 
Nich ae body, Ec. 

Then at Minden you know, we defcated our foes, 

Tho'our horie tood aloot without coming to blows, 

And why no budy's hang'd for it, no body knows. 
Which no body, &e, 


Boſcawen at Lagos, and Hawke in the Bay, 

Your vict'ries had I but room to diſplay, 

I'm ſure I ſhould not have done ſinging to- day. 
Which us bedy, Ec. 


O what is become of the fleet out of Breſt, 

Some are burnt, ſome are taken, and where are 
the reſt? 

Why ſcme are fled eaſt, and ſome are fled weſt. 


Which no body, Cc. 


Some ten fathom deep in the ſea may be found, 
And ſome in the river Villaine are a-ground, 


Where they lie very ſafe, but not very ſound. 
I, Lich no body, Oe. 


Let France then all title to glory reſign, 

For theſe years ſhall unmatch'd in our hiſtories ſhine, 

The renown'd Fi/ty-eight, and the great Fifty-nine- 
Which no body can aeny, deny, Cc. 


S ON. 
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Naw dov 
Or throw 


Tho" We 
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/ 
Yet nant 
When tt 


That I a 
| ] 

] 
Their je 
When t! 


Then ſt: 
| 
Wha's | 
When t 
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SONG 249. Taso] Tun Woop Lapis. 


| 0 Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly, to mourn; 


Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 

When naething can pleaſe me: 
Naw dowie I ſioh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddic, until thou return. 


Tho woods now are bonne, and mornings are 
clear, 
While lav'rocks are linging 3 
And primroſes ipringing; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eve or my ear, 
When through the wood, lwidie, ye Cinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell : 
I'm fath'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning; 


Their jecring gacs aft to my heart wi' a kneil, 
hen throw the wood, laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Halte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy d day, 
When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ling 
and play. 


— 1! 


SONG 250. Auro LaxG SYNE. 


HOULD auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with ſcars 3 

Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtam'd in glorious wars: 


Welcome 


186 


Welcome, mv Varo, to mv breaſt, 
Thy arms avout me twinc, 

And make me once again as bleſt, 
As | was lang hy ne. 


— 


Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand cupids play. 

- Whilit thro” the groves | waik with you, 
Each object makes me gay : 

Since your return the fun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


— 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can e':em ſuch ſlav'ry great, 


While bounded like a ball: 

But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charm:, 
As we did lang iyne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, 
And, after a bly th bottle, end 


All cares in my embrace: ‚ 


And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 

We'll make the hours run imootk away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had bcen utter'd by the fair, 
Yow'd to the powers above: 


- 
ayb 
Next 
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A Parod 
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Wan r 
Pray te 

Alle 
What 1 

On t 
Sure ſa 


To: 


The ve 
May 
Lace, 
Are 
Zut 750 
And 
Shou'd 
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Old G. 
Diſp 
And fi! 
So rt 


Then 
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1 
Next day, with content and glad hafte, 
ru apples. acid the ſacied N 5 
There de „ pricil. the couple Dich, 
And or nen dd, vt pins. 


— 3 
SO N G-:25t.:For the Mei. 


AParody on Mr. Wiz itn fan's Song for Rar elagh. 
Y: faplings. and N and ve wou'ad-be Fnart 
thing 1 

Win more in wie commercc's round, 

Pray tell me from whence ms abſurdity frings, 
All orders of rank to confound ; 

What means the bag-wig, and the böller like alr, 
On the traveiman obtequious and meek ? 

Sure ſabbaths were meant tor retirement and pray'r, 
To amend the paſt faults of the week. 


The youth, to whom battles and dangers belong, 
May call a gerce look to his aid, 

Lace, blu utter, and oaths, and a Greed an ell long, 
Are tampies he gives of his trade: 

Dut you, on whom London indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom counts 755 mould guard trom all ills, 

Skou'd 11-1y invade with humility's wiles, 
et ſplendor deter us from bills. 


Old Greſham, whoſe ſtatue adorns the exchange, 
Diſplays the grave CIT to our VWs 
And filently frowns at a conduct fo t trang 
So remote from your interetts and vou: 
Then learn flom his gedure, grave, decent and 
plain, 
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To copy t: ir Precence?s rvlis * 
For Frust r 5 TI 3 with-ct Ni Foöonk va! (TE. 

And lecute ve tne inater of tools. 7 
The eaſe of a chi, and the ar cf A camp, 

Arc g races no ci can prot ure; (cramp. 
NMuncur Jonaumn “ il pit in the Spitalselu's 
Nor can 1 lart tne nr 26K Wat UNC! cure: . 
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- > — Ps, i, > . 30 * ” 
The ſame is 161066 & called Morty's Dritter 
2 excellent new alli 57 ile H. b. AA WY. Fr. 


Sung C Bei Ir aries nner, lau- bladderſireet 
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For ſum huckie-my-bui and 2 zer bred kake; 
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But oh he was bebbifl. nit joyous an oily, 

V ken en de gay recen ke din di d ,s lolly. 
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: 3; 5 
Come all ve hoν%, < of Saint Larince's pariſh, 
Who loves every thin 8 - hae? is finith and rariſh, 
ge ious ang b ckſome, and bobbith and jolt», 
ding Moliy aud strafton, and Stralron and Molly. 


"we 
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SONG 283. On The FAuovs. 


T length, Mother Gunter, the gods hear wy 
A pray'r, 
They have heard me at length Mother Gunter, 
You are grown an old woman, y<t romp, drink, 
and ſwear, 
And affect the tricks of a young bunter. 
; 3 
Yeninvoke, wiih a vo!ce that tremblingly lquceaks, 
Briſk Cupid, cho, ſure of denial ; 
He uns you, an buſts on the bloſſomy cheeks 
Of Mii; Gubbin: „ ho plays on the vidl. 


Ne die. b 5 trunk that ts ſaplaße and bare, 
13 tue " 11. Os young branches hie comes up: 
Age has na!i'd on thy face, and has {now'd on thy 


Rar, 
And thy green zceth have ea: all thy gums up. 


Have tecall'd thee to vouth, or retarded 
Thc x ad his nd Vi 
Aerea, Vv nich 014 Time,: and 4350 rien ein- 
cont Wing, 
In tue almanagen lone have recorded 
N Lic Alman aks n Au Tot) UG 


On where is tl.22 beauty, that b!vom and tha: 
Y race, 


Thaſe lips which cond broathe infpiration, 
t- { » Which 
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Which fiole me away from myſelf, and gave place B 


To no creature but Nan in the nation? Tho” t 

. * * P 

Zut pcor Nan is dead, and bas leſt you her year: | 

AS a legacy, x h.ch grac us heaven ei 
Has Join tO YOur CW, winch a century clears, | 

And is juil, ma'm, the age of a raven. | \ 

/ 


'Then remain a memento to each jolly ſoul, 


: = : rom 
Who cf Venus's club's a launch member. ro 5 
That love hot as fire muſt be burnt to a coal, . 
As the breomilick concludes in ember, | ths a 
. — 4 
SNG 25+ ( 
Or cc 
Wrote for the SwEKET-BRIAR Club, | 
(4 Back/xwerd /o cailed) | To b 
By Mr. Geonce ALExaxoer STEVE. 7 
Tune: Come lit us prepare, ; 
hed Did 
E lads, who approve, 
Of wit, wine and love, 
And to be thought bucks wouid aſpire, And 
Come, chorus mv lays, 
While I ling forth the praiſe This 
Of the mighty re former Sweet Briar, 
Tw 


Ye huſband, whoſe wives, 
Lead you terrible lives, 
And much caitigation require ; 'Thi 
At a touch they'd obey, 
If you once knew the way, 
But to manage the magic $4 cet Briar, 


(144 | 
The youth, who will ſwear, 
Blub, or boa{lt of tac fair, 
Tho" too often, alas! he's a lyar ? 
Piing him up to the ſœord, 
18 Ii rECanTt EV Ty vv Ord, 
Beholding the biule vi Swee! Briay. 


Ye prieſte, who tithes gore, 
And the lait) ſcourge, 

From bis hotline; down to oh fi iar: 
The conclave ne'er taught, 
Nor IZuatiu- ne*er thought, 

On a dilcig line lie to So cet Brial 


Had | trevly the «fe, 
Ot Dan Pope, or Dean itt, 
Or could tell a tale, equi to Prior, 
Yet it all would not do, 
There is ſtill ſomething nc, 
To be laid on weil-tharpen'd Swe: Erie, 


Wives, widows, or maids, 
Who can belt judge of biades, 
Did you ſee it, it's fize you'd admire ; 
For uſe, tis kept fit, 
*Fis as keen as your wit, 
And as bright as your eyes, is Sweet Briar, 


This, at Culloden carv'd, 

This, Britannia preſerv'd, 
"Twas this made rebellion retire ; 

Not they who l'roy tools, 

Cou'd more hero-likc ok, | 
Than the men who that Cay dre Sweet briat 


"EF was us'd to oppoſe, 


Banditti-like foes, | 
Ef > Ant 


—— — 
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And again ſhou'd, if times did require, 
Now 'tis drawn in defence, 
Ot our friend, Common ſenſe, 

For cur reaton we truit with Sweet Briar, 


If dulneſ, ſhou'd darc, 
Ar nong us interfere, 

Forcing wit with a bluth to retire ; 
"1:5 rciolv'd4 on, Nem. Con. 
Swearing, humbug, and pun 


Shall the icatcace receive from Sweet Briar, 


Hand in nand let's unitc, 
And 18 icily's deſpite, 
Real merit we i] rive to acquire; 
Like men let us think, 
And like men let us dtink, 
Hcrc's tvcccs to the blades of Sweet Briar. - 


By Mr. GrokGt ALEXANDER Si vENS, 
Tune: LI Leave. my ford Citi f 


* 8 [> love, ſpite of laws, will its empirc main- 
tain, 

No CCuncil counnes it, ro rules can reitrain 

4 Leue toad 185 0 1 „ Our 8 Fr 2 0 Ch; de, 


What's fortune, fame, titles, wealth, cquipage, 


birth? 


Like plants, but the ſimpic producdions of earth; 
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Aud tl 
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14 


But love. Ike the fun, bein. a light uro the 
hole, 

And as one warms the earth, t other [gt up tn. 
foul. 


When mutual endearments we mutually prove, 
Aud the ton parr tecerve and returu equa: iove ; 
Then each tender nhbre with extacy ſweits, 

And the furious embrace thro” each artery chrills. 


When words inly murmur'd proclaim the ſwift 
blits, 

And life, at each lip, is kept in by a kiſs; 

»Tillughs, like ſoft breezes, love's tem; veſts ſuc- 
'ceed, 

As in calms after whirlwinds, ane nature ſeems dead, 


Ye youth, who Narcifſus-like, duat on dear ſelf, 
Ve beauties, perplex'd beta xt merit and pelf, 
Would you wilh not to walte, but enjoy ev'ry day, 
*Tis love, not felt love, mult thew you the way. 


Youth flies like a ſhaft that ſwift ſæims *midit the 
air. 

No trace vill remain that it ever paſs'd there; 

Then while you are young, be not youthful in vain, 

Did you once take the blits, ok! you'd taite it again. 


You cannot keep beauty as miſers hoard gold, 

Tis too late to repent, to repent when you re old; 

Ak your h-urt what you're made for? "twill beat 
quick £0 man; 


Then Whale fc tor enjoyment, enjoy all you can, 


SON 
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By Mr. Groger Al E XAN Dr OTEVENS, 
Tune: Foerewe:! 72 Lochaber, 


Ii (poiiſman ma; boall of his well icented 
hound : 

Exc da let the comb in dawdling confound, 

The dateman may vaunt of political ſchemes; 

let poers be tool'd bv iling fangcw-frm'd dreams; 

Let the r Tht-walling learned, their volumes un- 
fold. 

Give tne ioper his battle, the miſer his gold; 

"Gainit warning, Wealth, Crinking, Wit, Nate, I 
protet!, 

Th: woman, dear Komar, ſhe's worth all the reſt. 

Tho' vids in fn form phones, ſingo'er our heads, 

And Fiora's gay Paintings enamel the meads; 

Ihe tie fruit, arc o plcaſant, 4% thick gro the 


trees, 

So warm things tre for., and io cool breathes each 
52822 0 
>7 4. w Go w * 


The odo ar of {pices, the pure cr; al ſtream, 
Each nice vt of rature | nobiy eficem ; 
Vet birds, fruits, ſpice, dowers, can ne'er ſtand 
due telt, 
With woman, dear woman, ſic's worth all the rel. 


s - *% £ PRs - E 3 * — -# — 
In ſich ele, in prifun, in want, in deſpair, 
19 Y - © - „ 
Wha: woe can we feel, ““ ford v.cman is there? 
The nottrat of nature, the med'cine of life, 


In cv'ry attction, the cure is 4 „ ite ; 

For think nos, * fair, that thete praiſes are paid 

To the mier like virgin, the greer -fetnett maid; 

Theo” io delicnte ſnap'd, vet fimnerfec;”. your plan, 

And you uſcleſs cult, till you're 3014 by man. 
SONE 
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SONG 258. Tue STOCKING. 


A BuRLetsque CANTATA. 


REciTATIVE., 
YL\ IA, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 
Sat baſking in the ſun, 
One Rocking of, the other on: 
One locking off, for why ? the gentle fair 
Juit then was minded to repair 
A breach her fragrant foot had made; 
| The faithful Damon, at her ſide, 
Intent the neat performance ey'd, 
And thus in plaintive numbers ſung, or ſaid. 


AlRs 
Nympn polle{s'd of ev'ry grace, 
Nice in finger as in face, 
See thy twain, all pale and ſhocking, 
Worn as thin as any ſtocking. 
Think, ah! think on what he feels: 
And darn a heart that's out at heels. 


ReciTartive., 
Around the careleſs maid 
To mortal eyes 
Reſembling flies 
A ſwarm of buzzing cupids play'd. 


Air. 
Happy inſe&s ! Damon cry'd, 
Who at wanton I-11ure ſip, 
Balmy bliſs to me deny'd, 
On my vylvia's pouting lip. 


ce from ev ry pore diſtils 

"I quid eſſence of the roſe, + 
Pearly drops in ruby rills, 

Each exuding feature ſhows, 
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RECiTATIVE. 
Fair Sylvia as the fat, 
> mper'd attention underneath her hat. 
Fond love came on apace : 
A cracicus grin 
Pro:ongs her chin, 
And open few the portal of her face, 
Quick Jown the roſy road 
A little fubtle god 
Explores the dark abode. 
And ſpite of all her coyneſe, all her art, 
Pervades the ſoft meanders of her heart, 


Alx. 
Heigh ho! Damen, what's come to me ? 
Damon, now's vour time to woo me. 
If you woo me now, you'll win me; 
Sure, I think. the Devi.'s in me. 
can neither tay nor ga, 
Damon, nvw's your time, heigh ho! 


Tua Decca. 


SONG 238. 
A Beggar, a beggar, a beggar I'll be, 

For none live a lite ſo jovial as he. 
A beggar I was, and a beggar I am, 
A begvar I'll be, ſ-om a beggar I came; 
And it that it happens our tiading ſhould fall, 
We in the conclulion fall beroars be all; 
Trades men are unfortunate in their autre, 
And e men are thriving but COUNICTs nd players, 


A craver mv {ather, a maunder my mother, 
A filer my 1iſtcr, a filcher my brother, 

A cinter my uncle, who values no pelf, 
A litter my aunt, aud a beggar m; (ifs - 


In 
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ſa white whenten flraw, when their bellies were ſull, 
There | was be. 2279 twist tinker ind trull; 
And therefore : a Jolly bold ber gar Pl be, 
For none J1vc . a life 1. 13vtal as he. 


When bovs they cone td us. and fav their intent 12 

To follow our calling, ve nc'er bird 'em preniice , 

Soon as they come tot ue learn em to do't, 

We Jn c them a flaff and a wallet to bot; 

we lend them our lingo, to Crave and to An:, 

& the devil is in it it e'er they can want: 
Therefore he ur ſe that a beg ga- vi be, 

Without an inenture may {uua be mad trees 


Ve beg for our bread, yet ſometimes it happens 
we feaſt it on pigs, puliets, conies or capons; 
For churchmen affairs we are no men-!layers, 
We have no religion, yet live by our pravers ; 
And oft when we bes and men draw not their 

purics, 
We charge and give fire with a volley of curſes ; 
The devil confound your good wirthip we cry, 
And ſuch a bold brazen-iace beggat am J. 


We do thinos in Haſon, and have fo much reaſon, 
Ve raiſe no rebellion, nor ever talk t. —_ , 

Ve al with our mates at very low rate: 

ve: 0 kvep the: ir qu- rters 25 nigh as he eir gates, 


V ith. oy *nizin or Ic gan Gr 1 oun! tan Or Teague, 


Wea IO no covenant entor, Or lennu® 3 
And thercfore a bold! baggar 3:1 * 
Tr 2118 leads al 1. 10 10 1 J 1v1a; 25 he. 


> + 2% - * 0 . 
£Q? en ede Pei C5 = TIE from ! C258 hc: 523 


- 


V . 1 8 1 1 
Carver do Fear b. Z raw upon ned WEE . 
ed „ nmetime: the slip GOES MAKE GS TO 1477 


Ap 


1 
And then we from tithing co tithing do trip; 
Bu „nen in a poor boozing ken we do bib it, 
Wie more trad of ts. Hecks chan the givbets 
Anu it gon te bt ve ep Jul Gur tet, 
V'e te. not the ct. pte r; izing'o- hel Cl, or tlic fleet, 


Sometimes we frame ourſelves in be lame, 

And when a coach cen, es ve hope, game; 

We ſehlom mvcarry, nor ver do marry, 

By g vn, cem wen- praver, or dlerl- directory: 

But Simen and Suſan, like birds of a feather, 

They laugh and they Kiſs and they lie down to— 
gether; 

Like pigs in the peas entangled they lie, 

And .ncre they begot fuch a bold rogue as I. 
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In Honour of the Celebration of the Boxr's Heap, 


AT Querx's-CorlrtrtGz, OrrorD; 
Tan Marti quam Mercurio. 


1 Sing not of Roman or Grecian mad games, 

The Pythian Olympic, and ſuch like hard names; 

Your patience a v hiie with ſubmiſſion I beg, 

I itrive but to honour the ſeaſt of Coll. Reg. 
Derry dunn, doc, down, derry downs 


No Thracian brauls at our rites ever prevail, 
We temper our mirth wich plain ſober mild ale; 
The tricks of old Circe deters us from wine; 
Tho' we honour a boar, we won't make ourſelves 
wine, Derry dewn, Cc. 
Great 


t 
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Great Milo was famous for ſlaying his ox, 
Yet he prov'd but an als in cleaving of blocks: 
But we had a hero, for all hings was fit, 
Our motto diſplays both his valour and wit. 


Stout Hercules labour'd, and look'd mighty big 
When he ſlew the half: ſtarv'd erymanthian Pig, 
But we can relate ſuch a ſtratagem taken, 

That the ſtouteſt of boars, cou'd not /ave bis ory 


bac A. 


So dreadful this briſtle-back'd foe did appear, 

You'd have ſworn he had got the wrong pig by 
the ear; 

But inſtead of avoiding the mouth of the beaſt, 

He ramm'd in a volume, aud cry'd—-Greawm e. 


In this gallant action ſuch fortitude ſhewn is, 
As proves him no coward, or tender Adonis; 
No armour but Logic ; by which we may find 
That Loyic's the bulwark of body and mind. 


Ye ſquires that fear neither hills nor rough rocks, 
And think you're full wiſe, when ye outwit a fox; 
Enrich your poor brains and expoſe them no more, 
Learn Greek, and ſeek glory from hunting the boar. 
Derry down, Gee 
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WIG that's full, an empty ſkull, 
A bex of burgamot ; 
A hat ne er made to fit the head, 
Ne mcre than that to plot: | 
A hand that's white, a ring that's right, 
9 A 
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A ſword-knot, ratch and feather 

A gracious {mile, and grounds anc 
Do very well together. 


A ſmatch of French, but x: 
All 3 airs 
A tune tha at te 
S8 IA ights and . rrow'd Ira 5 
A cnuwt giit, to wait an . 
An aut art pace an. 
A frcipn tour, deine. lie whore, 
AC ICTCCRATY married. 


A limber ham, wil d—mme, ma'am, 
A ſmock-tace, th» a tann'd one; 
A peaceful ſword, nt eng wile word, 
But Kare and prate at random: 
Duns, ba! rds. Clans, and an. orous ſcraps 
Ot Civil and Amad! * 
Toſs ip a bea u, that or: ae ragou, 
That hetca- POL: for the ladies. 
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A Farr Masox's Song. 
NCT. I was bind ond cou'd rot lee, 
And all Vas * *. a round; 
But providence did rade me, 
Ap. A 00h a friend T 1021 Qs 
3 1 5 1 3 
1 Were wy (ths my rie d me 3.4 * 
Such patns as bill blere never tiead. 


All ſtumbiiag blocks he took away, 
Thar I mint * tec! ES. 


Aud vr JV gt me long ere break gt & ay. 
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Where there we both a-lmittance iouud, 


To myitic paths on latlow'd ground, 


Tio! haughty in my bold attempt, 
Biel. thous _ did me arm ; 
Which } rem [ was mat exemp 
(it rai) To double harm; 
Which qufck y ftopt my „riliag pride, 
And made me truit more to my guide. 
In eme pace T wos led 
And paſs'd zl. ro the brig cht dome, 
But toon 1 was obliced to Usp, 
Till I my ſelf made known ; 
Then round in ancient form was brauglit, 
For :0 obtain that which I lovohr. 


uh, 


With humble heart in proper form, 
I liſtzn'd with good will; 
And found, inſtead of noiſe and florm, 
That all was huſn'd and ſtill; 
And ſoon a heav'nly found did hear, 
That quite diſpell'd all ddubt and fear. 


The guardian of this myſtic charm, 
In ſliining jewels Creſt; 
Said, that I need fear no harm, 
If faithful was my breaſt; 
For tho? to rogues he was {cvere, 
No harm an hene man need car, 


Bright wiſdom ſrom his awful throne, 
Bid darkneſs to withdraw; 
No ſeoner ſaid but i: was done, 
And then—-preat things I ſaw ; 
But what they were—-! nov won 't tell, 
But fafely in my breait ſhall dwe:l. 
G 2 Then 
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Then round and round me did he tie 
An ancient noble charm; 
Which future darkneſs will defy, 
And ward off cowans' harm; 
With inſtruments in number three, 
To learn the art of Geometry. 


i. 
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OME fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 
Let mirth and good fellowſhip always abound; 
And let the world fee, 
That free-maſonry, | 


Doth teach honett hearts to be jovial and free. 


Our lodge now compos'd of honeſt free hearts, 
Our maſter moſt freely his ſecrets imparts ; 
And ſo we improve, 
In knowledge and love, 
By help from the mighty grand maſter above, 


Let honour and friendſhip eternally reign, 

Let each brother maſon the truth ſo maintain; 
That all may agree, 
That free-maſonry, 

Doth teach honeſt hearts to be jovial and free, 


In mirth and good fellowſhip we will agree, 

For none are more bleſt or more happy than we; 
And thus we'll endure, 
While our actions are pure, 

Kind heaven thoſe bleſſings to us doth inſure. 
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HE meal was dear ſllort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtihip till her; 
Twa piſtals charg'd beguels, 
To gi'e the courtiny ſhot ; 
And ſyne came ben the lats, 
Wi' ſwats drawn frac the butt. 
He firſt ſpeard at the guicman, 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
An ye wad gi's a bit land, 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gre you her by the hand; 
But Ill part wi' my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it fall be good, 
There's n ne fall hae its maik, 


The laſs bound in her mood, 


And Crumie wha kens her ſtake : 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wr flaes, 
Ye may cuddle in them the pither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, 
But ve mann mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 
Gin ye'll not quat your land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we're gawn the gither, 
A houſe 1s butt and benn, 
And Crumie will want her fother, 

Gg 3 Then 
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The bairns are coming on, 

And they'll cry, O their mither! 
We have nouther pot nor pan, 
But tour bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 
For that ye need na tear, 
Twa good (tilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your fell maun ſteer : 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That ancs were o' the tweel, 
The t'ane to had the groats, 
The ither to had the meal: 
With an auld kiſt made of wands, 
And that fall be your cofter, 
WY aiken woody bands, 
Ard that may haud your tocher. 


Conſider well, guidman, 
We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 
is Sandy Wilſon's mare : 

The ſaddle's nane of my ain, 
An thae's but borrow'd boots, 
nd whan that I gae hame, 

[ maun take to my coats; 

The clock is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſae crouſe; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
We'll mak na mair toom rouſe. 


I lixc you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
I married when little I had, 
O' gear that was my ain. 
But fin that things are ſae, 
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The bride ſhe maun come furth, 
Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll hae, 
It'll be but little worth, 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither : 
Content am I, quo” ſhe, 
E'en gar the hiſſie come hither, 


The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 
The bridegroom he came till her ; 
The fiddler crap in at the fit, 

An they cuddl'd it a' the gither. 
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12 ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh, 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul ; 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 

And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear ; 

Pure wine is native red and white. 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively, which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flow: from cup brimful. 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl, 
Some 


l 356 J 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wiſe and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they vant nothing who are drunk. 
*Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul, 
Therefore give us the charming bowl, 


SONG 265. 
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By Mr. GeorGEt ALEXANDER STIVENT. 


USH about the briſk bow i, *twill enliven the 
heart, 
While thus we fit round on the Stay ! 
What butineſs hare l an oid ſong to impart, 
When I, firs, a new ©nc can fay, can ſay, 
When I, firs, a new one can ſay, 


What ſha!l I frit ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do? 
Or what beit will my bad voice bec::me ? 

Why faith, frs, I'll ttrive by my verſes to ſhew, 
That Lte is alas! but a Ham, &c. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when 
they de, 
At death they moſt wretched look glum; 
At cur entrance ard exit we equally cry, 
Which proves cur lite's plainly a Hum, &e. 


Behold the ccquette, with a circle beſct, 
Full. for hearts by the bait of her bloom; 


Tho? 


W 
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Tho? ſhe _ in each look, as by each lover 
took, | 

Yet her 1oftneſs is merely a Hum, &c. 


Law and phyſic, you ſee, will make ſure of their 
fee, 
No advice to you gratis will come ; 
Nay, the court proves it true, money only will do, 
For merit without it's a Hum, &c. 


n pretend that your fortunes they'll 
mend, 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come ; 
But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern friendſhip is merely a Hum, &c. 


When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel, 
(But let us be modeſt and mum) 

At the altar they bow, but tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them 1s a Hum, &c. 


In a Hum let's keep off (till we've liquor enough) 
Our landlord, from ent'ring the room: 

In the joke to ſucceed, we'll declare to Jack Speed, 
That his reckoning we'll pay by a Hum, &c. 


We are hum'd from our birth, till we're hum'd 
into earth, 
To an end of our jokes then we come: 
Take your glaſs my briſk brother, and I'll take 
another, 
And let's make the moſt of a Hum, a Hum, 
And let's make the moſt of a Hum, 
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By Mr. Croxsk Al EXAN DER STEVENS, 


And {air-tac's Commanders fleep fearleſs 
ot ſcurs, | 
Lads, liſt under love, and your leſſons L'il teach, 
10 your breail-work advance, boys; and batter in 
breach. 
Sirg tantara- rara teaſts all, taaſts ail. 


Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's campaigns, our toes are all fair; 

As fair let us fight, and malte proper ſeizure, 
Here's a health to cur enſizu the Kandard cf 


Pleaſure. 


The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall firſt be recounted, 
Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted: 
The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 

For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare, 


Ye ſportſmen ! whoſe ſtomachs for ſeeding are ht, 

Come here, and I'll give you four hams on one 
ſpit : 

And leaſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully 
fitted, 

Here's the meat that beit baſtes itſelf when ?us 
beſt ſpitted! 


Charge with bum pers in hand, to your lips the 
glaſs lift, 1 8 

May we never want courage when put to a ſhift ! 

And that we may never of happinefs miſs, 

May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and plcale whom 
we kits! 


OW Ervurope enjovs a repoſe from her war; | 
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ve bucks! once again let your glaſſes be ſeiz'd, 
Here's thee ye that eps molt, when 'lis bett and 


molt pleas'd ! 
And fill to go on with my favourite theme, 


Here's to dying virginity unction extreme ! 


One health my brave boys, with your leave, I muſt 
teach, 

In view let's have pleaſure, but ne'er out of reach; 

Herc's the neſt in the buth, and the buſh's belt 
friend, 

And the bird who his life in that neſt loves to 
ſpend, | | 


Let us now toaſt ſome females ; the firſt my muſe 
reets 
Is the bookbinder's wife who well ſtitches in ſneets! 
Next the brown female reaper, who the harve! 
will hand in, 
And fo well does her werk, not an handful leaves 
landing. 


Here's the miller's wife's muſic! worth all other 
tones, 
When the fluice is ſet open will ſtrong grind the 


{fiones : 
To the maker of baſkets ! his wife's worth a bottie, 


Who firi1ps down the bark, and yet ſafe keeps the 
wattle. | 


To the laſs that's lamb-like be a bumper replete, 
Who {till wags ker tail while the ſucks at the teat ! 
lere's the ripg of Hans Carvel, may every buck 
win it; 
And to both equal joy in the critical minute! 


nex 
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Next the houſemaid ſo nice who is ſtill on her 
guard | 
To keep the ltones clean and well ſcour the yard! 
And her archite& iilter, the joy of all people, 


Who the ſtones can replace when ſh'ifas pulled 
down the ſteeple ! 


Here's the frugal young wife ! who her huſband | 

befriends, | 
And carefully ſaves what he plentiful ſpends : 
Here's the beſt of the ſexes ! when both frequent | 


rally; 
Here's the clean yw playhouſe that's built in | 
{mock alley ! 


Who a coney can hit midſt a million of hairs ! 

Here's the wonder of roots ! fit for ladies to ſpan, 

That grows *twixt two ſtones in the fam'd Ifle of 
Maa. 


Here's the markſman who never at . deſpairs, | 
| 
( 
| 


Here's Bathſheba's cockpit! where David ſtood 
centry ; 
Eve's cuſtom-houſe! where Adam made the firſt 


entry; | 
Here's the rough road of love, to the ſmooth g 


waterfall ! 
Nay, here's that in plain terms and that's one 
word for all ! | 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 
Then while our youth ſhines, let us joy ful make hay; 

oy is all we live for, let'sequally ſhare it, 
re's the harveſt of life, love, wit, * claret. 
Sing tantara-rara toaſts all, toaſts all. 
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